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Preface. 


AT the urgent request of many dear friends, the 
verses contained in this volume are given to the 
world in all their simplicity and imperfections. 
They are now sent out with the sincerest wish 
that there may be found in these a source of 
comfort to all who may peruse them. 


Most of the words came to me when I was 
tossed about on the angry billows—out on the 
“Glorious Mirror, where the Almighty’s Form 
glasses itself in the tempests in all time.” 


Thus the gentle reader will understand that 
the spirit in which they came is the same that 
carry them out. “Till each finds a word for a 
wing, that to hearts, like the dove of the deluge, 
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a message of peace they may bring,” is the most 
fervent prayer of the author. 


Duncan M'INTOSH. 
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Traveller’ s Companion 


= ri een -o— 


OUR FAITH. 


‘‘Increase our faith’’ (Luke 17. 5). 


INCREASE our faith in Thee, dear Lord, 
Our love, let it grow stronger still, 

Until our souls leave this cold world, 
From whence Thou’ It call us at Thy will. 


To love Thee is to love our friends, 

Shipmates, and neighbours, all Thou sends; 
Where’ er we be, on land or sea, 

Our love should be t’ wards all, through Thee. 


A few short years, if faith be strong, 

We'll know Thy plans were right, none wrong; 
Till then, dear Lord, we’ ll sing our song 

Of praise to Thee, with mortal tongue. 


For when Thow’ 1]] call us home at last, 
All mortal songs shall be outcast ; 

We'll take our golden harp and sing 
A new song to Thy praise, our King. 


Increase our faith in Thee, dear Lord, 
And help us show by deed and word 

That we possess the peace of God, 
And justified through Jesus’ blood. 


S.S. “BuENos AYREAN, ” 
ST. JOHN’s, NEWFOUNDLAND. 14/10/02. 


CHRIST COMING DOWN FROM THE MOUNTAIN. 
Matthew 8. 


He descendeth from the mountain, 
But not to rest Him in the plain, 
For the rocks by rill and fountain 
Echoed out “He comes down again ! 
Here He cometh! let us meet Him! 
Oh, see! He’s smiling just the same 
As when on the side of Olivet 
He taught the Word and made it plain.” 
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Down He cometh, not to taunt us 

For having cold and hardened hearts, 
But to practise what He preaches, 

Great healing power His Word imparts. 
To all who comes and believeth 

In Him, their soul He doth convert; 
He the leper sore relieveth— 

A feat which baffled men expert. 


At Capernaum the Centurion 
Spoke of his servant to the Lord, 
And beseeched that for to heal him 
He’d need but only say the word. 
Then Jesus gave the word of power 
Which healed the sick man, and He saith, 
“Go thy way, thy servant liveth, 
*Tis done according to thy faith. ” 


In Peter’s house the wife’s mother 
From bed of fever He did raise, 
And multitudes crowded round Him 
To see His wonders and give praise. 
Till all the sick, restored and healed, 
Were from infirmities relieved, 
Evil spirits to Him were subject, 
And freed the souls they long enslaved. 


*Tis eventide, and Jesus, weary, 
Desired to cross to yonder side; 

Then says one to Him: “I’ 11 follow, 
And evermore with Thee abide. ” 

The Master said: “Yon bird that fly 
Can claim the eyre for its nest, 

And there find sheltering place, but I 
Have in this world nowhere to rest. ” 


“Yet I know, high up in glory, 

My Father’s house is there; and ye, 
After ye have told life’s story, 

Shall come up there to bide with Me. 
But, friends, to-day and to-morrow 

I will continue with you here; 
And when I go ye shall sorrow, 

But in the Spirit I’ ll be near. ” 


At sea 


, 5/5/02. 
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BIRTHDAY ACROSTIC—MARGARET BELL. 
Luke 2. 10. 
MERRILY rings thy birthday bells 
A nnouncing the happy event, 
R inging sweet peals—the news which tells 
G ood tidings to you He hath sent. 
Ah! lovely those peals strike the ear: 
Remember, He will be thy Guide; 
E nough, then, ye never need fear, 
*'T is all well, for He will provide. 


Be joyful and trust in the Lord, 

Each good thing in His time will come, 
L ovely birthday gifts He’ ll afford, 

L ook for them till He calls you home. 


S.S. “Burnos AYREAN, ” 
PHILADELPHIA. 18/2/04. 


HOME AGAIN. 


“Then are they glad, because... He bringeth them unto their desired 
haven” (Psa. 107. 30). 


HoME once again, the voyage is past, 
Wild ocean cross’d, now calm at last; 

Thus it will be when life is o’er, 
Tranquil calm on eternal shore. 


Oh, my soul, do praise thy Lord, 
Who leadeth thee, rest on His Word; 
Be this thine anchor, once made fast 
Its cable strong is sure to last. 


When this our earthly voyage is o’er, 
We'll dwell upon a brighter shore, 

Where we, with those dear friends of yore, 
Sing praise of Him whom we adore. 


Of Him who walked on Galilee— 
Jesus, who stilled that troubled sea ; 
My soul, rejoice this morn in Him 
Who gives this joy and peace within. 
This world, with all its gilded joys, 
Is naught to us but base alloy; 
We’ve found the pearl which is the best, 
Whose value far surpass the rest. 


To-day we hail the harbour bells, 

Whose welcom’ng peel all gloom dispells ; 
That day we’ll hail celestial rings 

On seraph harp of golden strings. 


S.S. “BuENos AYREAN, ” wee 
Anchored at Greenock. 5 a.m., 8/5/02. 
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“ANNIVERSARY OF QUEEN VICTORIA’S BIRTHDAY. 


“I put on righteousness, and it clothed me: my judgment was a robe and a 
diadem” (Job 29. 14). 

VictTorIA of bless’d memory, thy birthday we commemorate ; 
We could ne’er forget thee, Queen of each heart ; 

Though at “Frogmore, ”reclining by the side of thine own “Albert, ” 
Whose lives God so united death could not part; 

How can we best celebrate the day that gave Britannia 
Princess Victoria of gentle mood; 

She who made resolves while still in her happy days of girlhood: 
“When I’m Great Britain’s Queen I will be good.” 


Resolves the royal maiden at once sealed by fervent prayer 
Kneeling ’side her maid, entreated the King, 

High up yonder in Heaven, that He would aye grant His favour, 
Help her bear sway that would happiness bring ; 

When the crown of priceless jewels was placed on her fair brow 
Had ever badge of State more honoured been 

Than that? when young Victoria, sitting crowned upon the throne, 
Heard her people calling, “God save the Queen.” 


Oh, how much we all loved her, whose homes, Balmoral and 
Windsor, 

Seem ’d more than earth’s thrones. So holy her ways, 

Giving Him all glory for what He did bestow upon her— 
Country and people, she gave God the praise. 

Not only her own kingdom was remembered in her prayers, 
But ever entreated for the world around 

That the blessed peace of Heaven might here on earth be given, 
Till love would conquer and ever abound. 


There never was an earthly monarch more revered and honoured 
Since, at “Kensington,” she first saw the light, 

Till the world was plunged in sorrow when told that Queen Victoria 
Passed away at “Osborne,” in “Isle of Wight.” 

She would not have left us if the petitions of her people 
On earth would be granted by Him who could, 

But her reigning here was ended, and she longed to ascend to 
Jesus, her Saviour, and “Albert the Good.” 


Now, let us celebrate this day, sacred to her memory, 
By vowing fealty to “Edward,” and cling 
To him for his dear mother’s sake, the son of many prayers, 
Let us join in singing “God save our King.” 
May the Great King of Heaven so defend and guard and guide him 
To rule with good spirit, calm and serene; 
While our colonies and islands, old country, Low and Highland, 
Bless “Edward,” son of Victoria, lov’d Queen. 
S.S. “BuENnos AYREAN.” 
Bound for St. John’s, Newfoundland. At sea, 24/5/05. 


THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 5 


VICTORIA. 
1 Corinthians 13. 12. 


V IcTorIA! our late, loved Queen, 

I always think how good you’ve been, 

C ausing thy people to rejoice 

T hroughout the realm, good was thy choice. 
Oh, now we think of thee in Heaven 

R ehearsing how Christ had forgiven; 

I know, when this brief life is past, 

A lone with Him we’ll meet at last: 


Victoria Day. At sea, 24/5/04. 


HE KNOWS BEST. 


“Thou hast caused me to hope. This is my comfort in affliction” 
(Psa. 119. 49, 50). 


OuR passengers mustered, all trim aboard, 
We sailed out with true devotion 

The good “Buenos Ayrean, ” homeward bound 
For Scotland, over the ocean. 


Many gazed wistfully over the side, 
But all in high admiration 

Of the good ship which should sail up the Clyde 
In time for the Coronation. 


In the pleasant circle that’s now on board 
Is one of Scotia’s daughters, 

Whose sweet, kindly face aye wears a bright smile, 
Tho’ sickness far down has brought her. 


How soul-inspiring at all times to me, 
Tho’ disease mark’ d her its victim, 
To hear her tell out, “Whatever’s to be 

He knows best, and I can trust Him.” 


Her little daughter, Nell, the lovely child, 
May the Lord Himself sustain her, 

Tho’ but young in years, she is wise at heart, 
May grace abounding remain there. 


The little one’s father “has crossed the bourne, ” 
Sad ’twas to part with his darling ; 

Yet she says, “It is well, the Bible tells 
They’ 1] meet up there in the morning. ” 
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To her saddened heart it comfort imparts, 
That such sorrow cometh for good, 

And she’ ll trust and obey from day to day, 
Like the one “who did what she could. ” 


Oh, Father in Heaven, spare her mother! 
Would’st Thou leave Nelly all alone? 
How could she go alone in this desert ? 
Yet she prayeth, “Thy will be done. ” 
THE lovely port and good, friendly people of St. John’s, Newfoundland, 
we left far astern. And as we sped onward with all haste to be home in 
time for the Coronation of their good and gracious Majesties, King Edward 
and Queen Alexandra, for whom many were the loyal and kindly wishes 
expressed by one and all of the pleasant people who travelled with us, not 
more so by any than by her who is sorely afflicted, and who knew well the 
time will not be long until she is in sight of “the Land that is (to many) 
very far off and in presence of the King in His beauty.” Great is her love 
to the old homeland, and high is her hope to see old friends once again; 
greater still is her desire to get away to yon beautiful land on high, where 
loved ones are waiting, free from sickness and care, and in presence of 
Him who is crowned with many crowns. 

The few lines written are in admiration of the fortitude and calm 
patience and strong faith of my Christian countrywoman though in sore 
affliction, and hath the true sympathy of each one on board. When asked 
of the future prospects of recovery, her answers are always so cheerfully 
given: “He knows best,” and “I can trust Him whether I am left here or 
taken away yonder.” She, with her little and only daughter, are in the 
attire of mourning for their dear one, who is left slumbering in the Presby- 
terian Cemetery at St. John’s, so far away from his native Scotland. 

At sea, 23/5/02. 


AFTER THE LOAN OF A BOOK. 
“Old Wine and New. ” 
To John Potter, Esq., S.S. “Buenos Ayrean. ” 
' JOYFUL word it contains, 
Oh, ’tis a blessed Book; 
His truths revealed, and so made plain, 
Now, why not to Him look? 


Preserved they are who trust ; 
Oh, why not trust Him now? 

Think how the Saviour loved thee first, 
Then at His footstool bow. 


Ever remember, He 
Returns to claim His own; 
Salvation sure He offers free, 
Secure this e’er ’ tis flown. 


Be thy voyage long or short, 
Ye never need to fear 
A safe arrival in yon port, 
Nor will you shed a tear 
At sea, 28/2/04. 
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A BEAUTIFUL MORNING. 
“Joy cometh in the morning” (Psa. 30. 5). 


BEAUTIFUL morning! and my heart thus sing, 
What trophies to His feet my soul should bring! 
Mine eyes doth behold His beauty all round, 
While swiftly we’re sailing, and homeward bound. 


Oh, beautiful morning! reminding me 

This life is but brief, just a narrow sea; 
Over it I sail to that land over there, 

Where my Saviour dwells in that haven fair. 


I will set every sail to catch the breeze 
To bear me away to that glorious scene; 
On the golden shore of Eternity 

Sin cannot follow, all is serene. 


*Tis best to surrender when Christ doth call, 
Hearken now and come to Him once for all; 
Take the blest assurance that He doth clean 
The soul from all guilt, then you’re pure within. 


A prodigal, I wandered far from home, 
He sought and found me and brought me right in; 
There and then pardoned, His blood did atone, 
I’ll never more wander, I’m kept by Him. 
At sea, 27/7/02. 


THE ABANDONED RAFT. 


“Some on boards, and some on broken pieces of the ship... escaped 
safe to land” (Acts 27. 44). 
SEE, away on the crest of yon billow, 
There again, drifting far down to our lea! 
Look, e’er it sinks again in the hollow! 
Ah, it is a raft, sore tossed by the sea. 


We held our breath, but our prayers ascended 
Until by its side our good ship arrived. 

Oh, how gladly we would have attended 
If any had been left with hope revived. 


But no one was there with signals hoisted, 
Or tell how from that raft they had been borne, 
Yet our hearts beat faster and eyes moistened, 
We could not help it, it seemed so forlorn. 


Forlorn it was on the boundless ocean 

Without chart or compass, or spreading sails, 
Nor master hand to control its motion, 

But helplessly swept by uncertain gales 
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And yet its mission might now be ended, 
After long upholding some sailors brave ; 

Till some watchful eyes had seen them drifting, 
And had them rescued from a watery grave. 


Why, when they rescued thy freight so precious, 
Did they not take thee to some quiet safe place ? 
For thy great service it seem’d ungracious 
To leave thee abandoned o’er endless space. 


Lone raft, a symbol ye are, far reaching, 
To me in thy drifting God speaks to-day, 
“Look up! be steadfast while to others preaching, 
Lest thou thyself become a castaway. ” 


I’ 1 mind thy sermon, tho’ mutely given, 
While to others preaching I’ 11 watch yon star, 
Till raft and freight are safely into Heaven, 
Beyond the moaning of the harbour bar. 


S.S. “BuENnos AYREAN.” 7/12/02, 


Thoughts after seeing an abandoned raft drifting about in angry sea in 
Latitude 52 30 North, Longitude 14 33 West; 10.30 a.m. 


A BIRTHDAY WISH. 


To Mr. G. M‘LEAN. 
James 5. 11. 


ANOTHER knot run off the reel 
Shows that ye’re nearing to the haven, 
But may you no anxiety feel, 
To thee a Pilot shall be given. 
But oh, my friend, when on life’s sea 
May blessings follow in thy wake, 
And long, long may you happy be, 
Accept my wish for old time’s sake, 
On this thy birthday do not fear 
Tho’ your dear friends are far away, 
But each of them wish ye were near, 
And this will be their prayer to-day: 
That ye look to your “Guiding Star, ” 
And log your knots as they run out, 
Until you're safely o’ er the bar, 
Good Latitude, Lead, and Look-out. 


S.S. “BuENOos AYREAN. ” At sea, 8a.m., 12/1/05. 
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“IT’S WHAT JESUS WOULD HAVE DONE.” 


“I have given you an example, that ye should do as I have done” 
(John 13. 15). 


WHEN smallpox took fierce hold of George, 
That brought him danger with its pain, 
His sister “Lena” took in charge 
To nurse him back to health again. 


“It’s what Jesus would have done, ” she said, 
Then left her home and did repair 

Her to his cot, where sickly laid, 
And ’ tended him with loving care. 


Tho’ human skill its last had given, 
The maiden’s faith was in another, 
With pleading voice she cried to Heaven, 
“Oh, God, do spare my own sweet brother!” 


Then He alone did hear her cry, 
And in His goodness spared the boy ; 
Who, then, had seen her do her part 
Could e’er forget her joyful heart. 


May heralds swift thy praises tell, 

Till all shall hear ye have done well, 
And little counted it the cost 

If thine own life might then be lost. 


Heroic deeds receive applause, 

And thine shall have its share because 
*Twas nobly done, we here declare, 

And high in Heaven ’twas lauded there. 


Fair maiden, sweet, of tender years, 
May sorrow never bring thy tears 

Through all thy journey here below, 
Garlands of love thy path bestrew. 


Then when ye reach yon happy shore 
Where pain and sickness come no more, 
Ye shall receive thy laurels won, 
Doing “As Jesus would have done. ” 


S.S. “Burnos AYREAN.” At sea, 17/5/00. 
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OVERDUE AT SEA. 


“A bird of the air shall carry the voice... and tell the matter” 
(Eccles. 10. 20). 


BEAUTIFUL seagull, swift of wing, 
Come near and tell what news ye bring 
Of loved ones far across the sea; 
Come! tell me how they think of me. 


Speed back and tell God hath not failed, 
Tho’ wind and storm our ship assailed ; 
Each weary day and dark long night 

No storm could hide us from His sight. 


How would the landsmen like our place? 
And yet we're sheltered by God’s grace; 
We’re at our calling on the deep, 

We feel we’re safe since He doth keep. 


Gennesaret Lake Christ’s voice obeyed, 
The same voice here these waves control; 
We will not murmur tho’ delayed, 

Since He is with us to console. 


How long He means to keep us here, 
Afar from friends and those so dear, 
We do not know, we cannot tell, 
But this we know that all is well; 


For He is with us, our best Friend, 

And hears the prayers which thus ascend: 
“Jesus, who guides the vessel’s track, 

Be pleased to bring them safely back. ” 


When He shall take us safely home 
To their dear hearts and loving forms; 
Oh, how we’ll praise all time to come, 
He who upheld us in these storms. 


By faith in Him who rules the spheres 
We are secure from doubts and fears; 
Whilst on life’s sea, tho’ tempest tossed, 
The soul that trusts can ne’er be lost. 


S.S. “BuENos AYREAN. ” 
Bound for Halifax, N.S. Mid-Atlantic, 8/3/03. 


HAVING been many days at sea and long overdue, to-day, Sabbath, at noon, 
while I paced the deck with pensive thoughts of home and those in anxiety 
there, suddenly I noticed a beautiful seagull flying towards our ship and 
up to where I stood. Watching its approach, it came quite near and flew 
several times around me, then turning took its flight away swiftly, in the 
direction ofhome. AsI watched it cleaving through the air till it vanished 
over the distant horizon, these thoughts came to me. 
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GRATITUDE. 
“Offer unto God thanksgiving” (Psa. 1. 14). 


My God, Thou knowest my glad heart, 
Thou hast Thy witness there, 

And read my thoughts before they come 
Out to this world of care. 


Come near! Oh, dwell within my soul, 
And hold it ever Thine; 

*Twas for my sins that Jesus died, 
Wherefore, then, should I pine? 


Since He is God and Comforter, 
This blessed Saviour mine, 

I will rejoice. The work is done, 
Done by His love divine. 


Done! While eternity shall last, 
Yet loves me evermore; 

And when this voyage of life is past 
He’ ll take me to yon shore. 


Then storms and tumults all shall cease, 
Nothing but peace and love 

In that bright home, where loved ones dwell 
With Him in Heaven above. 


Hacirax, Nova Scortia. 
Anchored in the Bay. 10/3/03. 


ACROSTIC. 


After describing Ben Cruachan in its beautiful coat of spotless snow. 
Psalm 51. 7. 


J usT as we shall, when He will come, 

E ver look bright in heavenly bloom, 

S hining in His own glorious rays, 

S inging with angels His songs of praise, 

I njoying all gladness in His lovely abode, 
Enthroned with Jesus in the City of God. 


PHILADELPHIA. 1/4/04. 
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THE SAILOR’S HAVEN. 


“T was a stranger, and ye took me in” (Matt. 25. 25). 


ComE, sailor, welcome! Far from home 
Where loving hearts think fondly now 
Of thee. Tho’ far from them ye roam, 
Here is a haven for thee, come! 

Come, jovial heart, with soul so brave, 
No coward would thy calling crave ; 

But ye know well He can sustain 

Where storms sweep o’er the awful main. 


Ah, sailor, we’d thy hand caress 

Where storms and tempest ne’ er distress, 
And where kind hearts will welcome thee, 
Dear stranger, from across the sea. 

We’ ll meet thee here within the haven, 
Where entertainments free are given 

To cheer the sailor, long storm driven, 
And he so far from loved ones riven. 


When in the haven rest you’ ve found, 
We'll listen to your joke and song; 
Whatever nation ye belong, 

*Tis welcome here, thy mother tongue. 
If God at times thy lips inspire 

With Heavenly grace and holy fire, 
Come to the haven, here apply 

To souls the message they decry. 


There are temptations when ye land, 
Alluring thee on every hand; 

Oh, false and fickle such quicksand, 
Steer clear of these lest ye should strand. 
We welcome thee, make long thy stay, 
*Twill help to wile the hours away ; 

To converse here, with ink and pen, 
With her you love beyond our ken. 


If sickness did thy barque surround, 
*Twould be our place we would be bound 
To haul thee through and stand by thee 
Till ye again put out to lee; 

Or if while trying hard to tow 

Thee safe from reef and sunken shoal, 
Thy cable slipped, and ye let go 

Of all there is this side the goal, 
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Then we would take thee to your place, 
A sacred spot, the stranger’s rest ; 

What tho’ afar from kindred dust, 
God’s angels guard that place so blest. 
But now come, rest here while ashore 
Till ye again sail towards home, 

Yonder where loved ones kneel in prayer 
On thy behalf to Him up there. 


Remember Jesus loved to be 

Sailing with friends o’er Galilee, 

And when the storms their soul oppressed 
He bade the tempest be at rest. 

Have Him, thy Pilot and thy Guide, 
While sailing o’er life’s ebbing tide; 

He’ ll bring ye to yon farther shore, 
Where storms and tempest beat no more. 


10/3/03. 


SAILING FROM PHILADELPHIA. 


“And they accompanied Him unto the ship” (Acts 20. 38). 


To-DAY we sail, and leave friends here, 

Many who would, if they could, come; 

But Thou wilt bless them in their sphere 
Until we meet. “Thy will be done.” 


Abide with them while here they stay 

With young and old, where’er they dwell, 
In Christian homes, at duty’s call, 

Let Thine own smile all gloom dispel. 


Take us, O Lord, and lead us home 
Across the sea where lov’d ones dwell, 
And though fierce storms are sure to come, 

Thine arm can save, and all is well. 


Then when a few short years are flown, 
We’ll sail no more o’er troubled seas; 
Sorrows and partings are not known 
On that bright shore where all is peace. 


On the Delaware River, ‘ 
PHILADELPHIA, PENN., U.S.A. : 21/3/03. 
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IN FOND REMEMBRANCE 
Of the 16th March, 
BIRTHDAY ANNIVERSARY OF MY LATE DEAR FRIEND, 


WILLIAM GRAHAM, Esgq., 
THORNLIEBANK, 
Who was called Home on 8th February, 1890. 


A true friend in time of need. 


“Thy sleep shall be sweet” (Prov. 3. 24). 


Can I forget thee, dearest friend, 

Tho’ ye have reached your journey’s end, 
And ’neath the mound in peaceful sleep, 
There angels guard where loved ones weep. 


Ah, no, my friend, thy memory dear 
Shall stay by me while I am here; 
Until I, too, shall cross the bourne, 
And see thee yonder with thy crown. 


I'll see thee yonder, ’side thy King 

Who called thee home to thy reward ; 
Since to His poor ones ye did give, 

Their prayers for thee by Him were heard. 


A friend indeed ye were to me, 

And soothed my heart in sorrow’s day ; 
Tears with thy bounty ye did give, 
And all that would my grief allay. 


Where’ er I go, by night or day, 

Afar from home on life’s rough way, 
My heart goes out to that dear place 
Where we were wont to see thy face. 


And here, this day, tho’ seas divide 

Me from that place where friends reside, 

My thoughts with theirs doth blend while we 
Our dearest friend do think of thee. 


But while we think of thee and mourn, 

We have the consolation given 

That when our souls from hence are borne 
We’ ll meet thee there with Christ in Heaven. 


S.S. “BuENOs AYREAN.” At sea, 16/3/03. 
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ANOTHER WEEK. 


“He reserveth unto us the appointed weeks” (Jer. 5. 24). 


ANOTHER week given by Thee 

Who giveth all good things that be; 
God of Creation, Thou indeed 
Supplieth all these things we need. 


Guide us in all our ways this week, 
Each hour we pass, awake, asleep; 
Let not temptation overcome, 

We cast our burdens on Thy Son. 


We are His own, He made us free, 
Wild branches grafted to the tree ; 

And while exposed to threatening gales, 
We seek that aid which never fails. 


We do not fear but He will come 
To share with us the Harvest Home; 
But through this week keep us, oh, keep, 
While sailing o’er the mighty deep! 
S.S. “BuENos AYREAN. ” At sea, 21/10/02. 


A REQUEST. 
“Let your request be known unto God” (Phil. 4. 6). 


I asx, O God, for dying souls, 
Since Thou eternal life can’st give; 
Do Thou be pleased to make them whole, 
And evermore in Thee to live. 


Oh, hear my prayer on their behalf, 
I ask it all for Jesus’ sake; 

’ Twas He who died that, when they slept, 
They in His likeness would awake. 


And when they come, both young and old, 
Be pleased to take them to Thy fold, 

And keep them safe till morning dawn, 
When Jesus comes to claim His own. 


Oh! blessed be Thy Name who hears 

And keeps us free from doubts and fears ; 
We part to-day, but then we’ ll meet, 

Till then, O God, do Thou us keep. 


Off Highland Lighthouse, 
Boston HARBovrR. 4/4/03. 
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WHAT MY FATHER SANG. 
“He hath put a new song in my mouth” (Psa. 40. 3). 


My father sang of God’s glory, 
He sang of the Saviour’s love. 
He sang of the sweet Old Story, 
He sang of the Eden above. 
He sang of the Holy Trinity, 
He sang of that union in Heaven ; 
He sang of our Lord’s divinity, 
He sang of how His life was given. 
He sang of His death on Calvary, 
He sang of where He was laid; 
He sang of His triumphant ascension, 
He sang of His coming again. 
He sang of the peace-giving Spirit, 
He sang of His presence within ; 
He sang of loved ones when riven, 
He sang of their being with Him. 
He sang since I could remember, 
He sang when he was hard pressed ; 
He sang when all went smoothly, 
He sang when fierce billows distressed. 
He sang as the Valley he entered, 
He sang of “a day in Thy courts;” a 
He sang when we were sorrowing, 
He sang of partings which were but short. 


S.S. “BurEnos AYREAN.” At sea, 28/3/03. 


The Anniversary of my dear father’s departure Home to be with his Saviour. 


EASTER MORNING. 


“He is not here, for He is risen, as He said” (Matt. 27. 6). 


BLESSED Easter Sabbath morning 
Our souls rejoice to see, 

And we hail Him who hath risen— 
Christ hath risen, so shall we. 


Jesus, who came to live down here, 
The meek and lowly One, 

Was the fairest of ten thousand, 
And God’s own beloved Son. 


He came without spot or blemish 
From the Virgin’s womb; 

We, the sinful ones, did slay Him, 
And laid Him in yonder tomb. 
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*Twas there His followers thus spoke: 
“Here’s where they have Him laid.” 
But on the third day He awoke 
And arose up “As He said. ” 


He hath risen up to Heaven; 
Let us now look above 

To the place from whence He cometh— 
He, the Christ and God of love. 


He hath risen up triumphant, 
Firstfruits of them that slept ; 

We shall rise that morning and bless Him 
Who from sin our souls hath kept. 


Oh, blessed Easter! which remind 
Who doth our sorrows bear; 
Jesus, above all others kind, 
His last coming draweth near. 


At Home, 
New City Roap, GLascow. 12/4/03. 


HIS PRECIOUS BLOOD. 
“Unto Him that loved us, and washed us from our sins in His own blood” 
(Rev. 1. 5). 

I aM redeemed! His precious blood 

Was shed, my soul to win; 

He bids me now walk in His steps 
And closely follow Him, 
And closely follow Him. 


Wherever in this world I go, 

I’1l be His witness sure, 

And tell the merits of that blood 
Was what made me secure, 
Was what made me secure. 


Oh, for that day when I shall rise 

From this vain world of sin, 

And see my Saviour face to face 
In yon bright realms serene, 
In yon bright realms serene. 


But here I’ 11 work at His command 
Till o’er that swelling flood 
T’1l see my Lord who died to save 
By His own precious blood, 
By His own precious blood. 
S.S. “BuENos AYREAN. ” On the Atlantic Ocean, 17/5/03. 
c 
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CUIMBUEACHAN, 


AIR SON 
Sir EACHUNN DOMHLANACH. 
Be Fin an Loacuan Mor! 


Air—“Scots wha hae wi’ Wallace bled.” 


Ocu! nach sinne nis tha truagh! 

Caoidh a Gaidheal, a sgaradh bhuainne! 
Sir Eachunn Domhlanach ur’n uill, 

Na ’suain, gu la bhrath! 

Tha leann dubh oirnn gu trom, 

Bho’n thugta bhuainn an curaidh mor! 
Cha robh’a leithid s’ann Roinn Eorpa, 
Gaisgeach mor un Arm. 


Tha a bantrach ri trom bhron! 

Gul air son a cheile posd! 

A mac’ ri taobh, gu tuirseach trom— 
Co-fhurtachd cha gabh iad! 
Companich,—sa bratharien coir— 
Fuireachd ba, bh le n’cridhe leointe! 
Cha cuala’s roimh urad bron! 

Tha n’Saoghal mor ga caoidh! 


B’e an laoch e anns gach blar— 

Aig iomain, Reisimeid nan Gaidheil, 
Tionndadh cath an aghaidh namh. 
Feachdaire mor an arm! 

B’ fad air toiseach e san strith, 

Air each cogaidh b’ oirdheirc gleus, 
Tabhairt ordugh do na loach, 

Lad dh’eanadh an abhaist! 


Air ceam a dh’aoine, no leis fhein; 
Be smior a Gaidheal e ’sgach ceum! 
Aig “Majuba” rinn e dhearbh— 
Nuair thuit cach gu leir! 

Co nach cuala gniomh an t’saoidh, 
Nuair a ’teann a naimdhe dlu, 
Thug e dulon doibh gu leir. 

S’ claidheamh ruisgte na lamh! 


Be coisinn cliu aig “Kandahar ”— 

Le “Sir Robert” s’na “Gordons. ” 

Aif “Omdurman” she thug baidh 
Leis, na “Sondanese, ” 

Sgoi’t e n’ Reisimeid co grad, 

Ni nach d’rinn aon roimh lé feachd! 
Guiomh air am bith luadh am feasd— 
Bha e treun thar gloir. 
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Aig “Peardeberg” cha ghabaid tamh, 
Ged a fhuair e saighd a bas! 

Mairidh cuimhue air ainm s’gach aite, 
Morchuis “Fighting Mac.” 

Bi “Victoria” thug-dha-speis! 

Righ “Eideard” duilich e deigh! 

Och, mo trudighe air com nan Gaidheil! 
Or dh’ falbh uaill an cridhe! 


Ged san m’ Baile mor ar Rioghachd, 
Tha e na cadal siochail! 

Nach iomadh suil’n ’sileadhs deur, 

Air uaigh a Gaisgeach mor! 

Gus am “bris moch madain la, ” 

Nuair thig “Criosd” a gairm a naoimh! 
Se bith’s maiseach geiridh suas, 
Eachunn mor nam buaidh. 
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THESE were my thoughts while standing by the grave of our “Highland 
Hero, ” over which sacred spot we all wish to have soon placed a Memorial 
worthy of our country’s worthiest son, Sir HEcTorR M‘DoNALD, at whose— 
“Tusm Siochail”—Highlanders will visit till the end of time, rehearsing 
the valiant and glorious deeds done by the great warrior now taking his 
well-earned rest. He fought and overcame his country’s enemies, but 
did not leave an enemy behind himhere. ‘We'll never see his like again. ” 


MOTHER WESTON—Acrostic. 


“Who received us, and lodged us. . . courteously” (Acts 28. 7). 


M OTHER WESTON, my blessing take ; 
O h, this I wish for Jesus’ sake. 


T he good that’s done amongst thy boys 
H eaven truly knows. God thee employs 


E ver to tell the boys in blue 


R emember Christ, their Friend so true. 


W onderously blest thy doings all, 

E very sailor thy deeds recall ; 

S ailing now upon every sea, 

T hy boys in blue thus pray for thee; 


O h, God! spare her for long, long years, 


N ow thus we pray, and Jesus hears. 


Mother Weston, the Sailor’s Friend, Portsmouth, England. 


S.S. “BuENos AYREAN.” At sea, 12/4/04. 
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HIS CONSOLATION. 


“Our Father... has given us everlasting consolation, and good hope 
through grace” (2 Thess. 2. 16). 


My soul have consolation, 
Thy Lord to thee doth say, 
“T wrought thy condonation, 
And bore thy sins away ; 
Take courage, for I’ ll guide thee, 
Fast holding thy right hand, 
Until, at eventide, ye 
Shall view the Promised Land. ” 


The same mighty Jehovah 

Hath promised to be near, 
Withholding consternation, 

Then why should we have fear ? 
The man who trusts entirely 

On Jesus Christ the Lord, 
Will feel His consolation, 

As said in His bless’d Word. 


Now, oh, my soul, be earnest, 
And show abroad His love, 
That dying souls around thee 
Might, with thee, look above, 
And share this consolation, 
Which faith brings from the throne, 
And sing with adoration 
When Christ their souls adorn. 


He’ ll guide us with His counsels, 
Just as His Word declare, 

Till our own eyes behold Him, 
The Rose of Sharon fair. 

Then in that home all glorious 
We’ ll ever with Him dwell, 

But of that consolation 
No mortal tongue can tell. 


At sea, 10/5/03. 
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DEPARTURE OF MRS. ALEXANDER ALLAN, 
GLASGOW. 
A dear Christian lady anda true friend to the poor, who very sadly 
mourn her loss. | 
“This woman was full of good works and almsdeeds which she did” 
(Acts 9. 36). 
Wae’s me this day, “Mistress Allan” has passed away! 
Her kindly heart ceased beating, her bright soul is fled; 
Bow’d down with sorrow, the poor no joy can borrow 
Since their best friend in this world is lying in state; 
Yes, lying silent while they are passing by her. 
It was not what she were wont when they came for aid 
No poor widowed mother, orphan son or daughter, 
Would pass without her blessing and kindly words said, 


Peaceful her slumber, never again to awaken 

To pray for the sinful one and mourn with the sad, 

To give of her bounty to the poor and hungry, 

Her open hand so liberally made them feel glad; 

Visiting homesteads which other friends abandoned, 

Here she would impart the much-needed words of cheer, 
Telling them the Saviour would never leave them stranded, 
And by trusting Him they had nothing more to fear. 


Kind was she and gentle, exemplary Christian, 

In her own home circle she presided there with love; 

All gave their testimony who shared her hospitality 

That nothing could surpass her, she seem’d from above. 
Thus she spread around her, abroad, or in the homestead, 
Deeds of loving kindness out of fullness of heart, 
Presiding in society or ’mongst cottars humble 

Her mood never chang’d wher’er she play’d her part. 


Ministers of the Gospel went seeking her assistance 

To help them build new churches, mission house, or hall; 
Read’ ly she responded, giving many sums round 

That places might abound from where they’d on Him call. 
Missionaries and laymen all times had her favour, 

Since in God’s field they laboured upholding the Cross; 
Orphanage and poorhouse at suburb, town, and seaside, 
Were brighten’d by her smiles, her kind words did engross. 


We, the wandering sailors, ever had her prayers, 

However far from home wild winds would have us sweep ; 

Her own life-companion, her son, and loved relations 
Followed our lone calling upon the angry deep. 

She held on with our mother, wife, child, or sister, 

With faith in that strong cable to the Anchor of Hope; 

But when fierce storms assailed, and death’s wrath had prevailed 
From helping such bereaved no one her hand could stop. 
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Fain would we linger by her side, the well-beloved, 

E’er from us is carried her fair form on the bier ; ; 
But since she must depart, we’ ll treasure in our memories 
When we shed with her family the sympathetic tear. 

While on life’s brief journey we’ ll think of her fondly 
How kindly to the last in Christ’s Name she did share; 
Then, when night is over, at dawning of the morning 

We’ ll meet her with Him yonder—there’s no parting there. 


In Kind Remembrance. 


S.S. “MontTE VIDEAN. ” At sea, 1892. 


THEZSABBATH DAY. 
“Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy” (Exod. 20. 8). 


Tuts is Thy day, Thy holy day! 

Help me to sing sweetly in its praise— 
The day that cheers us on our way 

While in Thine house our voice we raise. 


To go into Thy house I may 

There help to have Thy Word proclaimed, 
And with Thy people sing and pray 

On this sweet day, Thyself ordained. 


How bless’d to make Thy house our choice, 
Thus here foretasting joys of Heaven ; 

There worshipping with heart and voice— 
Joys which Thou to Thine own hast given. 


I’ll praise Thee for Thy Sabbaths here, 
I'll praise Thee in Thy courts above, 
For now I feel Thy presence near, 
But help me here to show Thy love. 


Oh, when Thy last long Sabbath come, 

On which Thou wilt call Thine own home 
To be with Him who came to save, 

We'll bless each Sabbath Thou didst gave. 


MontTREAL Harpour, 
Sabbath Day. 21/6/03. 
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CAN GOD BE WORSHIPPED THERE? 


“The true worshipper shall worship the Father in spirit, and in truth” 
(John 4. 23). 


Out on the boundless ocean 
When it so fiercely roll 
Its billows in commotion, 
As if beyond control. 
When on ship and hurricane, 
Vexed men vile words confer, 
The thought to me occurred, 
“Can God be worshipped there ?” 


Yes! There He can be worshipped, 
As in the days of yore, 

When Christ with His disciples 
Sailed out from Galilee’s shore. 

I could not but Him worship, 
He is so good and great ; 

The kindest, strongest Refuge, 
My sure and safe Retreat. 


Oh, if these men but knew Him, 
His praise forth they would tell; 
His secret would be with them 
Wherever they might dwell. 
They’d find in their devotion, 
Tho’ on the angry sea, 
No billows or commotion 
Breaks His tranquillity. 


My friend, let nothing keep thee 
From worshipping thy God 
Through storms of life that need be, 
He helps us bear our load. 
Since He is the Great Pilot, 
Who will us safely guide 
Into that haven tranquil 
To worship by His side. 


At sea, 17/5/03. 


The above was written after a remark made to me by Mr. John Baird, 
one of my assistant stewards on the s.s. “Buenos Ayrean. ” 


THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 


SPRINGING MEMORIES. 
“Call to remembrance the former days” (Heb. 10. 32). 


MemoriEs of the happy past, 
These all spring up to-day ; 
How surely God His favour cast 
O’er all that winding way 
Which I have trod since my first step 
At bonnie Clachan Seil, 
In Nether Lorn, but I forget 
How friends that step did hail. 


Yet I’ve been told that in our home 
There was much mirth displayed 

By parents fond thus see their son. 
Step forth without their aid, 

And see the little tottering feet 
The first attempt did make; 

Their prayer went up, “O God, him keep 
And guide each step he’ ll take. ” 


God did them hear, for though at times 
Sad changes I do see 
At home, abroad in other climes, 
And when afar at sea, 
I feel His presence ever near 
To cheer and help me on, 
In answer to my parents dear, 
Who asked Him guide their son. 


Tho’ far to-day from that dear land, 
Where pine and heather grow, 

In fancy here I see that strand, 
I wander to and fro. 

That little cottage, oh, how sweet, 
Same as in days of yore; 

Why did I leave that charm’d retreat 
To roam the wide world o’ er? 


Memories of these friends that were, 
Oh, how they do return 
As they were wont, our joys to share, 
Tho’ they have crossed the bourne. 
Our companions then on life’s way, 
Their kind deeds and goodwill 
Spring up before me in array 
As if they liv’d here still. 
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They live! but ’tis in Heaven above, 
Where memories never fade; 
They think of us still left down here, 
Yet by our Father led. 
And while we journey here below, 
Our memories shall restore 
The happy moments that have been, 
But gone to come no more. 
S.S. “BuENos AYREAN. ” At sea, 28/6/03. 


A WISH IN AN AUTOGRAPH BOOK. 
“T wish above all things that thou mayest prosper” (3 John 2. 2). 


*Tis sweet to know when far away 
From fond ones all we love so dear, 

There is a Friend who leads the way, 
Whose presence is for ever near. 


And wheresoever ye may be, 
On that far shore beyond the sea, 
May all the joy that He can give 
Be thine, and those who with thee live. 


Then when He calls thee to resign 
All these good gifts ye now call thine, 
May friends then hear ye say, “He’s come! 
Rejoice! He’s come to take me home!” 


However long He’ ll let thee stay 
Amongst or far from home so gay, 

We know there’ ll be a parting hour, 
A brighter home in Eden bower. 


To Mr. and Mrs. Mason, off Cape Race. 
At sea, 13/6/03. 


BIRTHDAY WISH TO SISTER BESS. 
Proverbs 7. 4. 
For thy birthday take this token, 
Though ’tis written, think it spoken ; 
To you it goes across the sea 
To show that I had thoughts of thee. 
Sweet sister, take thy brother’s love, 
And may good gifts from God above 
Be sent to cheer thee on thy way 
At each return of this sweet day ; 
And may their number many be, 
The happy years that’s given thee, 
Ere thy last birthday here is pass’d, 
Then Heaven’s joy be thine at last. 


S.S. “CORINTHIAN, ” ‘ 
MONTREAL. 4/11/05. 
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A MARINER VISITING HIS OLD HOME. 


“We are sojourners, as were all our fathers; our days on the earth are as a 
shadow, and there is none abiding” (1 Chron. 29. 15). 


Ou, happy do I feel this day! 
Here by this good ship borne 

Past Isle of Seil, *tward Oban Bay, 
To see thee, Frog of Lorn. 


How oft, when far from where ye stand, 
I’ve heard men speak of thee, 

Great rock, so placed at God’s command, 
Through ages there to be. 


Reminder of another Rock, 
With its foundation sure, 

Against which storms of time may knock, 
But aye it stands secure. 


Good captain, if you knew my mind, 
You'd ease “her” down to slow 

Whilst passing places that I find 
Keeps memory all aglow! 


Green Rudha Hills, where, as a boy, 
I had the flock to herd, 

With faithful Rover as my toy 
When romping o’er thy sward. 


Who could have touched me when he stood 
Beside me as my guard? 

Tho’ docile was his wonted mood, 
None would yon feat have dared. 


When Brownie, browsing, in her greed 
Would to temptation yield, 

He had her taught ’ twas little need 
To go too far afield. 


The master and his wife, both kind, 
And loved beyond compare, 

Kept herd boy and dumb friend in mind 
Each hour where’ er we were. 


When David to our shealing came, 
Right jovial did he 

Sing songs, or tell ’bout men of fame 
And stories of the sea. 
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There is the moss where swift Black Jean 
Did often prove her speed 

When we rode on, as if we’d been 
The Arab and his steed. 


Ah! there’s the islands where we used 
To imitate “Crusoe, ” 

Which, had he seen, ’twould have amused 
Good Daniel Defoe. 


Yonder, the venerable bridge 
That spans the Clachan Sound; 

The cottage near it, by yon ridge, 
Stands upon hallowed ground. 


That was my loving parent’s home, 
Where always as their Guest 

Was He who promised He would come 
To answer their request. 


Our cottage home, so neat, tho’ small, 
Where we have happy been, 

To me ’ tis lovelier than all 
Fine palaces I’ ve seen. 


*Twas there mine eyes first saw the light ; 
There, also, after years, 

The Gospel truths dawned on my sight; 
There, perished doubts and fears. 


Lovely Ben Mhor, and Ardunhua, 
Barnacarray, Taobhcuil, 

Eunie, and Cave, near which was reared 
Mary, the place’s rare jewel. 


Port Mhor, where may be seen His might, 
In majesty most grand, 

When towering waves, like mountains white, 
Go rolling o’ er its sand. 


’ Twas there that sister Nell and I, 
Too young, of course, to know 
Danger, in sport ’mongst waves so high, 
Racing them to and fro. 


So hand in hand we ran our best, 
Till blinded by the spray ; 

A roller hurled us on its crest— 
*Twas God saved us that day. 
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We now but meet ’twixt spans of years, 
But often as we meet 

This we rehearse, tho’ falling tears 
Come ere ’tis half repeat. 


Kilninver, mild; Lochfeochan, still; 
Not far, yet but a peep 

At thee and peaceful Angel Hill, 
Where my dear father sleep. 


Ardincaple Point fades from view, 
Too soon to leave thee “Gael;” 
May thy good captain and kind crew 

Have peace where’ er they sail. 


Pleasant voyagers, we part right here, 
Perhaps to meet no more 

Until in yonder heavenly sphere 
After earth’s sojourn’s o'er. 


A last fond look around I give 
To all that here appears, 

For if I see these while I live, 
It must be after years. 


My own beloved native land, 
What joy thy peaks impart! 

Thy rock-bound capes and rugged strand, 
How dear unto my heart. 


*Tis only he who wandered knows, 
Dear land, how blest thou art; 

There are none like thy heath-clad knowes 
In any foreign part. 


God had it, I, thy son, should be 
His purpose, none could foil; 

I pray that He shall aye keep me 
Right worthy of thy soil. 


Oh, fair land of my love! how sweet 
To see thee once again, 

And talk with those whom I shall meet, 
Whose love time doth not wane. 


But while I sail along thy shore, 
Ere I step on thy beach, 

I here recall the days of yore, 
And what ye then did teach. 
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“Lovely tho’ be the scenes of time, 
They all must soon decay; 

These purple hills, which seem sublime, 
Shall also pass away.” 


“Your dear companions and each friend 
Shall slip beyond your ken; 

Tho’ some, by strength, their years may trend 
Over three score and ten. ” 


“But do not fret, tho’ young in years, 
Some time ye’ ll understand 

That, lovely as this world appears, 
’Tis but a weary land.” 


“You’ ll find it so as you sojourn 
Over thy life’s brief span; 

There’ ll aye be given cause to mourn, 
Avoid it as you can.” 


What thou hast taught me when I roved 
Along by dale or rill, 

Sweet land, long years the truth hath proved 
All must be as He will. 


Some things I’ ve wished for long ago 
Have been to me denied ; 

It’s best to-day this should be so, 
Than if those were supplied. 


What He did lend and then removed, 
Above all gifts, dear friends; 

All those to us shall be restored 
When life’s brief journey ends. 


We’ 1] walk ’mongst fields of fadeless bloom 
In realms of pure delight, 

Where shadows never cast their gloom, 
Since Jesus is its Light. 


Not to sojourn, but to remain 
Whilst endless ages last ; 

No partings there our hearts to pain, 
All sorrows shall be past. 


As sight of thee, dear land, now thrills 
My heart, and me console, 

So shall yon bright eternal hills 
Bring gladness to my soul. 


= 
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As I oft pine when fadtaway 
For one more glimpse of thee, 
Scenes of my childhood’s happy day, 
When these I cannot see. 


Long absent here from Heaven bright, 
The place from whence it came ; 

My soul longs for the hour of flight 
To let it home again. 


Its wishes may quite soon be given, 
But turn back here it must, 

To join this frame, then meet for Heaven 
When called up from the dust. 


Then soul and body, joined in one, 
Shall have the likeness bright 

Of Holy Ghost, Father, and Son, 
Made pleasant to His sight. 


Oh, then together we’ ll behold 
The New Jerusalem fair, 

Where our dear Saviour shall enfold 
What He went to prepare. 


This day, I know, I shall recall 
After I’ ve crossed the bourne; 

Now bless’ d be God, who loveth all, . 
Ev’n though we feel forlorn. 


Thank God,.that day is not so far 
Till our Pilot, Christ, shall come 
To guide us safely o’er the bar 
To our eternal home. 


THESE verses were written on board Messrs. David MacBrayne’s (Limited) 
steamer “Gael” on my first sight (after years) of the Frog of Lorn, and then 
at the well-known places that we sailed past till we arrived at our own 
charming Oban. Especially was I touched at sight of the Rudha Hills. 
The master and his wife mentioned in the verse were the late Mr. Dugald 
M‘Kenzie, a native of the place, and his wife was Elizabeth Oliphant, a 
native of Fifeshire ; David was a nephew of Mrs. M‘Kenzie. Their kindness 
to all was proverbial; for myself, I never met with people who cared for 
and took such interest in me. Long since the three lovely spirits have 
crossed over beyond the hills of time, but their lovely memory shall ever 
remain with us. 

Rover was my own property, presented to me by the late Mr. Donald 
M‘Innes, farmer, Clachan Seil. It was a beautiful creature, large and 
well proportioned. Well do I remember how careful he was about his 
coat of black and tan. His duties came quite natural to him, and were 
performed to the admiration of all who saw him at them, whether gathering 
sheep or cattle; even horses had to put on their best gallop if he had an 
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occasion to come close to their heels. Sleeky black Jean often showed her 
dislike to him, but Rover always came off first best. 

To-day, after doing the Staffa and Iona trip with the excellent “Gael, ” 
and her splendid Commander M‘Arthur, a true Highlander, with which 
and whom I should love to take many such cruises as this of to-day; nor 
should I forget the jovial chief officer, Mr. Cameron, with each member of 
the crew, my fellow-passengers, who were numerous and from various parts 
of the globe. I little thought who the gentleman was, with his lady and son, 
who made himself so familiar with me that we talked over many subjects, 
and, above all, spoke of the loveliness of the scenes as we passed each point, 
island, ben, bay, and loch, showing forth to the praise of the Almighty, 
in whose praise my newly-made friend spoke freely and eloquently. I 
said little did I think who the above gentleman was, until a few minutes 
before we parted, when Captain M‘Arthur told me he was none other than 
the genial Bailie B , of Glasgow, who in other two years was destined 
to be Lord Provost. My thoughts and feelings towards him winged their 
flight to higher realms, and I shall always think it one of the treats of my 
life to have met and spoken with himself and his kindly, unassuming family. 
This has been one of the pleasantest outings of my life since I boarded 
the “Gael” at Loch Aline Morven. 

Staffa and Iona are beyond description ; they have to be seen by one’s 
own self, and then it could be said with all reverence, “The half has not 
been told about them.” At Iona Mr. Ritchie proved himself more than 
worthy of what I often heard said about him—‘“the right man in the right 
place.” At Iona I unexpectedly met with my cousin’s son, Johnnie Page, 
of Ballingeich, Stirling, which was a very pleasant surprise to both of us, 
though we had but a minute together. He enjoyed going through the 
Cathedral, and indeed every inch of ground gone over during the stay with 
his friends on the lovely I. Colmkill. How delighted I was to hear almost 
everybody speak our own dear Gaelic. When passing the Torrin Rocks 
I saw in the far distance the Dubh-heartach lighthouse, a place I have 
often seen when more than the same distance to the west of it, out in the 
wild Atlantic, a sight which often proved precious as well as pleasant. 
How calm and lovely seemed all the places. How I wished to be landed 
at Easdale, that I could walk and talk with each dear old neighbour whom 
I should meet, and, as usual, make my stay at the Inshaig Park—of which 
we have a far glimpse—where I had in the past received such a hearty 
welcome after an absence of fourteen years from my dear old home. It 
may be years ere I can return to my native land to enjoy another glimpse 
like this of to-day, especially at the Firth of Lorn. This day shall remain 
with me evergreen here and yonder. 

Written on the steamship “Gael,” between Innish, Ardincaple, and 
Oban, 24th July, 1903. 


JOSEPH—AN ACROSTIC. 
Genesis 49. 22, 24, 25, 26. 


J OsEPH, may Israel’s God thee guide! 
Oh, let thy soul in Him confide; 

S earch in His Word and learn His way, 
E ver do ye His will obey; 

P eace He will give while life shall last, 
He’ll take you home when life is past. 


5/6/04. 
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TILL MY CHANGE COMES. 
Job 14, 14. 


Aty— “We'll work till Jesus comes. ”’ 


My change will come, I know not when, 
Nor would I ask to know; 

Since Jesus waits beyond my ken, 
Why should I fear to go? 


T’ ll wait until He comes, 
TI’ 1l wait until He comes, 
TV’ 1l wait until He comes, 
Then He will take me home. 


My change will come; till then I’ 1] work 
At what He gives to do, 

And think how He Himself hath said, 
“The labourers are few. ” 


Chorus—“T 11 wait until He comes, ”’ etc. 


For Him 1’ 1] work with right goodwill 
Wherever I may be— 

At home, abroad; nor rest until 
T cross that narrow sea. 


Chorus—“T’ 1l wait until He comes, ” etc. 


Tho’ storms may toss my barque awhile, 
I have the Pilot sure, . 

And He will bring me safe to port 
When life’s brief voyage is o’ er. 


Chorus—“T'1l wait until He comes, ” etc. 


Then when I reach that happy shore, 
How sweet it all must be 

To meet those loved ones, gone before, 
All waiting there for me. 


Chorus—“T \1 wait until He comes, ” etc. 


I’) wait until my change will come, 
A glorious change ’ twill be, 

When I shall see Him face to face, 
My Lord, who died for me. 


I’ll go then, when He comes, 
I'll go then, when He comes, 
I’ ll go then, when He comes, 
And dwell with Him at home. 


“BUENOS AYREAN. ” At sea, 5/7/03. 
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NECESSARY so through my desire to have the initial letters of our departed beloved Queen Victoria’s name 
forming the square within which is, in acrostic, the name of His Most Gracious Majesty, King Epwarp, and 


that of other members of our British Royalty. 


To-day we are in sorrow, and people of other nations sorrow with us, for the departure of this “Woman 
Greatly Beloved,” whose godly living was an inspiration, and at all times an exampler to rulers and subjects 


of all nations alike. 


In this Medley I have endeavoured to give, within a small area, what our revered Queen has been to her 
people since the time Her Most Gracious Majesty received her “Earthly Crown,” until this day when she has 


received the promised “Crown of Life.” 


While she reigned over us we loved her as we could none other; now that she is taken up yonder we will 
treasure in our sweetest memory all that Her Majesty was to us until we, too, are called hence to see her and be 


with her where she now is—‘“with Christ: which is far better.” 


By one of Her (late) Gracious Majesty’s Loyal Highland Subjects. 


So. Satmatian, Harbour of Boston, Mass., U.S.A. : > 


22nd January, 1901. 
To face page 33, 
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A VOICE FROM HEAVEN. 


“They shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing shall flee 
away” (Isa. 35. 10). 


SoRROWFUL were our hearts, and tears bedimmed our eyes, when we read 
in the morning papers the sad intimation. For several months past many 
were the anxious inquiries made, and fervent were the prayers which were 
offered by her numerous friends on behalf of this lovely young daughter 
when laid aside within her much respected and Christian home, who became 
the dearly beloved of all whose pleasant privilege it had been to have met 
with her, whether in the home circle or out amongst her companions. She 
ever and anon displayed the same bright, amiable, gentle, soul-inspiring 
disposition which never failed to attract every one. To know her either 
for long or little was to love her and be remembered ever after as one’s very 
own near and dear friend. But wae’s me! much as we loved her we had 
to let her go. She had watched the peaceful departure of her own beloved 
mother, young sisters, and brothers when they were exchanging the 
Christian home of the earthly and reverend father for the glorious mansions 
of the Father in Heaven. How little we thought that she, too, would 
very soon follow; even when she was suddenly laid aside we wished it 
were to be but for a little. All was done in the hope that life would linger, 
but while loved ones watched and hoped ’twas all in vain, for already the 
summons came, and she whose departure we would fain have delayed was 
taken away from amongst us, leaving an empty pew in her father’s church 
and one more vacant chair in his home. But her place is now filled in 
Heaven, from whence her bright soul thus speaks to us who are still down 
here in the valley of tears. 


Ox, my loved ones of former years, 
Whom I left in that world below, 
How tender and kind you have been. 
Ah! ye wished not that I should go, 
For ye said I was young in years, 
And life’s pleasures seem’d yet to come; 
Ye tried to keep me there longer, 
But my Saviour called me home. 


Your tears fast fell on my pillow 
While ye gazed at my sick-worn face; 
Your prayers, fervently offered, 
Ascended to the throne of grace. 
And though God the Father heard them, 
He said I must leave thee and come 
Over the River of Jordan— 
That my labour on earth was done. 


I never dreaded the journey, 
For I knew He would hold my hand 
And would guide me through the valley 
Away to Emmanuel’s Land. 
And when His last messenger came 
To take me away to His rest, 
His rod and His staft did comfort, 
While I leant my head on His breast. 
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I grieved at leaving my father, 
Ever tender-hearted and kind; 
Upon me his love he lavished, 
_ Oh, how could I leave him behind! 
But he said, “Think of yon Other 
Who parted with His only Son; 
And we at this hour, my daughter, 
Will say, ‘Father, Thy will be done.’” 


My loved ones, ye stood around me, 
Tho’ my struggles were at an end, 
When “the silver cord was broken, ” 
And was given what God did lend. 
Then through death’s valley I hastened, 
Borne away by the white-winged throng, 
Chanting a heavenly chorus— 
“The Lamb, ” was the theme of our song. 


How swiftly we did speed upward, 

There was nothing could mar our flight ; 
It seemed but a moment of time 

Since death spread its veil o’er my sight 
Till I found myself beyond the clouds, 

And within Heaven’s pearly gate— 
Welcomed by my Saviour blest, 

And the loved ones who long did wait. 


How lovely this palace of God! 
It is never darkened by night; 
The Lamb, in the midst of the throne, 
Is the Source of its love and light. 
My mother’s sweet form stands near Him, 
She loved Him so much when below 
That she hath a place by His side 
With my sisters and brothers too, 


But, oh, the voice of the ransomed, 

As they stand around Him and sing 
Of the precious Blood that bought them, 
Is the theme that they always bring. 

Amongst the bright ones are singing, 
Companions whom I had down there; 

And tho’ they sang sweetly on earth, 
Far more sweetly they sing up here. 
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I oft heard dear father preaching 
Of the beautiful streets of gold 
Away in the New Jerusalem; 
Oh, sweetly the story was told 
By him to whom it was given 
To tell about Christ and His fold, 
Alluring my soul t’ wards Heaven, 
Where the people never grow old. 


a 
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They are here of every nation, 
The people which the world did slight ; 
Earth’s rich and poor ones here mingle, 


Wearing crowns and bright robes of white. 


Prophets and the martyrs faithful, 
And legions, with angels so bright; 

But oh, the loveliest amongst them 
Is Jesus in His robe of light. 


Here is everlasting glory, 

Of its joys there’s no tongue can tell; 
But, my friends, whom I always loved, 
Ye’ ll come hither to where I dwell. 

Keep always looking to Jesus, 
Whate’er in the world there betide, 

He’ll lead you o’er crag and torrent, 
And safely to Heaven He’ ll guide. 


Your names are down in God’s record, 
They were written by His own hand, 
And we, your old friends, are waiting 
Till ye join us in this bright land, 
Where there is never a sorrow, 
God wiped every tear from our eyes. 
Dear friends, may you all soon follow 
To this home here above the skies. 


Oh, companions of youthful days, 
You are still being tempest toss’d; 
But your voyage will soon be ended, 
Life’s brief ocean will soon be cross’d. 
Look well ahead to your Pilot, 
He’ ll guide you till storms are past; 
I’ 11 meet you here in the morning, 
When you gain the haven at last, 
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My own dear and loving father, 
I'll be waiting up here for thee; 
’Twas sorrow at time of parting, 
But joyful our meeting shall be. 
Where death can never more sever, 
And the eyesight never grow dim, 
All who made Jesus their Refuge 
Will be safe for ever with Him. 


There are none absent who trusted 
And believed in His saving grace; 
But, ah! where are those who doubted ? 
Not one can I see in this place. 
Tho’ some left earth long before me, 
I search for them long, but in vain; 
Oh, to think they missing should be, 
And I must not see them again! 


You ask if I still remember 
My old friends that down there remain. 
Ah, yes! each one of their number 
Is a link in love’s golden chain. 
Binding the souls that are kindred, 
Holding them in memory’s sphere; 
Tho’ time their coming hath hindered, 
They are sweetly remembered here. 


Now, God be with you, my lov’d ones, 
You must hear my voice there no more, 
Until earth’s toiling is over, 
And you land on this happy shore. 
The Holy Spirit be with you, 
The Comforter Jesus sent down, 
Till He calls you in the morning 
To receive your bright robe and crown. 


S.S. “Buznos AYREAN.” 
On the Clyde. 3/8/03. 


FRIEDA—A BIRTHDAY ACROSTIC 
Jeremiah 14. 8. 


F AR though thy dear ones be this day, 
Rejoice ye must, and be right gay; 

I wish you many blessings, dear, 

E ach day ye live, Christ to be near 

D irecting and protecting thee, 

And many birthdays may you see. 


Atlantic Ocean, 24/8/04, 
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LITTLE JESSIE’S MORNING PRAYER. 
“I know that Thou hearest me always” (John 11. 42). 


Jesus, Shepherd, Thou didst hear me 
When to Thee I prayed last night; 

Tho’ the night was dark and dreary, 
Here I’m safe at morning light! 


All my sins Thou hast forgiven, 
And hast kept me from all harm; 
But this morn again I ask Thee 
To uphold me with Thine arm. | 


Tho’ surrounded with rich blessings, 

All which comes from Thine own hand, 
May I ever have Thee near me 

While I’m pilgrim in this land. 


O’ er each step through this life’s pasture, 
*Mongst lov’d friends or when alone, 

In clear daylight or night’s darkness, 
Jesus, Shepherd, lead me on! 


Till at last when we are gathered 
In that blessed fold above, _ 
Then I’ ll give Thee, gentle Shepherd, 
Praise for all Thy care and love. 


Dedicated to my dear little niece, Jessie M'‘Intyre, 
Loch Awe, Argyllshire. 


S.S. “BuENos AYREAN.” At sea, 18/8/03. 


THE SAINTS’ REST. 
“This is not your rest” (Micah 2. 10). 


In the ladies’ cabin several of our passengers were comfortably seated 
watching the sun going down beyond the distant horizon, leaving us all 
alone in the gloaming while it hastened on its journey to shine upon the 
far away shores of Canada, towards which our good old ship is speeding, 
thus bringing us nearer to yonder desired haven where kind-hearted friends 
await to greet us as they were wont. Shades of evening bow down as we 
listen to the awe-inspiring murmur of the great Atlantic waves breaking 
around our floating home. Raising our eyes for a time to take a glimpse 
at the spangled heavens, above where worlds of light seem to dance and 
twinkle, the sublimity of our surroundings carried our thoughts away far, 
far beyond yon revolving planets; yes, to their and our Creator, who holdeth 
those there, as He doth hold us here, in the hollow of His own gracious hand. 


The solemnity of the scene and impressiveness of our conversation caused 
one of the ladies to make the pleasant remark that we should call the ladies’ . 
cabin the “Saints’ Rest.” This remarkably pleasant remark made me 
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think if each one present felt the same peace-giving comfort of soul that 
the speaker possessed and enjoyed we might readily call the snug little 
cabin by this new and graceful name, then how delightful it would be to 
enter thereafter and hold conversation with those within ; people with whom 
we should expect to meet in the true “Saints’ Rest” after this tabernacle 
has been dissolved and we shall have risen in His likeness to be for ever 
with Him where He is. We, who believe in Him, are His saints, but there 
is no real rest for us until He shall call us home, and He is surely coming. 
Till then let us be up and doing in His own great Name. 


Tune—“Missionary, ” 7, 6. 


THE “Saints’ Rest” is in Heaven! 
There is no “Saints’ Rest” here, 
*Mongst scenes of tribulation, 
Perplexing doubt, and fear; 
Where man ’gainst man is striving 
Each day for worldly gain, 
Forgetting God, the Father, 
Doth all their need sustain. 


Amidst this world’s vain rattle 
No rest my soul would crave, 
But forward in the battle 
I would be, and right brave. 
A loyal standard-bearer, 
Upholding the true cause 
Of Christ, to bring Him nearer 
To them who hate His laws. 


Oh, in His strength I’ ll triumph 
O’er sin till day is done, 

Tho’ not in ease and comfort 
The victory is won; 

But in His Name most glorious, 
I'll tell each wandering one 

The “Saints’ Rest” is prepared now, 
If they would only come. 


Ye saints, now on your journey 
To that sweet “Rest” above, 
Tell out “The Old, Old Story ;” 
Sing of that wondrous love 

Of Him who died on Calv’ ry, 
Emmanuel, Christ, the Lord; 

We, who are now His pilgrims, 
Find comfort in His Word. 


§.S. “Buenos AYREAN, ” Thursday Evening, 
At sea, 20/8/03. 
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ETERNAL JOY. 
“Everlasting joy shall be on their head” (Isa. 51. 11). 


Wuat though old Satan tries my heart, 
I know Jesus is mine! 
And stronger He than my fierce foe, 
Tho’ all his host combine. 
Christ’s stronger, stronger, stronger than my foe; 
Yes, Christ’s stronger, and He’ll not let me go. 


Old Satan now would fain persuade 
This joy must end with time. 
But I know best ; Christ said to me, 
“Eternal life is thine. ” 
Christ said it, said it, all to Him I owe; 
Yes, Christ said it, and He’ll not let me go. 
Tho’ sin may rage against my soul, 
It won’t find there its shrine; 
Then when my sands of time are run, 
Eternal joys are mine. 
Christ tells me it, tells me it—bids me shine; 
Yes, Christ tells me eternal joys are mine. 
S.S. “BuENos AYREAN. ” At sea, 29/6/03. 


GOD’S HIGHWAY. 
“An highway shall be there, and a way, and it shall be called Thy way of 
holiness” (Isa. 35. 8). 
OH, wondrous being, mortal man! 
What changes his brief days doth span, 
All from the cradle to the grave 
On life’s highway, where sin enslaves. 


What varied paths would lure him from 
That road, o’er which our Lord has gone, 

Tho’ straight and narrow seems its head, 
*Tis better far since Christ hath led. 


Sooner would I walk with my Lord, 
Whichever way He would me lead, 

Than with the lovers of this world, 
Who journey not t’ ward where He plead. 


Yet, as I travel day by day, 
Oh, help me let my light forth shine, 
That all who see shall turn and say, 
“We'll also worship at God’s shrine. ” 


God’s highway Christ commends to all, 
The surest, safest, and the best, 

Where at the end we’ ll hear Him call, 
“Come into My eternal rest. ” At sea, 23/8/03. 


40 THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 


HIS LOVING KINDNESS. 


“Because Thy loving kindness is better than life, my lips shall praise Thee” 
(Psa. 63. 3). 


His loving kindness surround me, 

When earth’s troubles come to abide; 
Weary would have been my journey 

If I had not made Him my Guide 
From childhood; ’twas He that led me 

Through all changes in this world here, 
And never sent me a burden 

Which He did not help me to bear. 


His loving kindness this morning 
Is nearer than before; 

The older in this world growing, 
The sooner the sight of yon shore, 

Where clouds can never o’ ershadow 
The loveliness of His own face; 

Oh, the sweetness of this promise, 
Now fulfilled by His daily grace! 


His loving kindness and mercy 

Is power as old age appears, 
Giving myself and companion 

A sweet union of good long years; 
And now that we are old and feeble, 

We dread not whatever’s to come, 
Our children delight to keep us 

In comfort till He calls us home. 


His loving kindness surround us, 

We know that it shall till the last, 
For now it is towards evening, 

And the shadows will soon be past. 
Jesus, who died on Calvary, 

And suffered so much for our sake, 
Will keep us throughout the journey, 

Till in His likeness we’ ll awake. 


25/8/03. 
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TO A DEPARTED COMRADE. 
In Fond Remembrance of my dear Comrade and Friend, 
BYRON G. M‘NAB 
(Late of Petite Cote, Montreal, Canada), 
Who departed from his earthly home, Terra Hante, State of Indiana, 
America, at Noon, Tuesday, 4th August, 1903. 
AGED 24 YEARS AND 8 Monrus. 


“I shall go to him, but he shall not return to me” (2 Sam. 12. 23). 


Ou, take me down to Indiana, 
Where the Wabash peacefully flows; 
Leave me by the banks of that river, 
Where my comrade’s in deep repose. 
All the lovely words he had spoken 
I would silently then recall, 
When standing alone by his graveside 
At twilight, when the shadows fall. 


Deep sorrow has lodged in my bosom 
Since they brought the sad news to me, 
That ye, my dear friend, had departed, 
And crossed over life’s narrow sea. 
But the Captain of our salvation 
Hath full command of each frail barque; 
He pilots us into the haven 
When its time to disembark. 


Thy parents, aunt, sisters, and brother, 
All sorrow that ye are away ; 
But oft as they speak of thy trouble 
And thy suffering from day to day. 
How much to them the consolation 
To see thee till the very last 
Showing, by thy calm resignation, 
That on Jesus thy hope was cast. 


Thou wert but young in years, may comrade, 
Yet numerous thy friends have been; 

But above them all ye put forward 
Thy great love for the Friend unseen. 

I shall always sweetly remember 
When ye cross’d the ocean with me, 

Your talk of Heaven and meeting friends 
At last when there is no more sea. 
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Ye have gained the Fair Haven, my comrade; 
Thy bright soul has taken its flight 
To be home with Jesus, in glory, 
In the mansions of Love and Light. 
And we, who are still on our journey, 
Will also look well to our Guide ; 
Following along in His footsteps 
Till He calls us at evening tide. 


Why should I so mourn that you’re taken? 
For I'll meet thee without delay, 

When I furl my sail and cast anchor 
In that same calm and tranquil bay. 

By that golden shore in the morning, 
Yes, in fair Emmanuel’s Land, 

Oh, I’ll meet you in that blest harbour, 
And take hold of your friendly hand. 


S.S. “Buenos AYREAN. ” At sea, 6/9/03. 


“FOR WHOM!” 
John 17. 9. 


Not for the world, but these, 
Father, whom Thou hast given, 

I pray that Thou might keep them safe 
Till they are home in Heaven. 


Thou gavest them to me, 
I kept them in Thy Name, 

While I was with them in this world 
Till time of parting came. 


When parting, well I knew 
The Comforter would come 

And dwell with them, my chosen few, 
Tho’ I was going home. 


"Twas thus my Lord did pray, 
“Not for the world, but these, ” 

Who did believe when He did say 
In Him they would have peace. 


The Comforter hath come 
And set our soul at ease; 

Blest be the work that Christ has done, 
“Not for the world, but these. ” 


S.S. “BUENOS AYREAN.” Atlantic Ocean, 20/9/03. 
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YON CLEAR LIGHT. 
Matthew 5. 16. 
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Sail-or, have faith, tho’ dark the night, Look right a-head for yon olear Light. 


$.S. 


“BUENOS 


Sailor, remember, Christ is nigh, 
Lovingly saying, “It is I, 

Be not afraid;” no storms can blight, 
Look right ahead for yon clear Light. 


Steer by the chart and compass true, 
Though moon and stars are lost to view, 
And surges swell in all] their might, 
Look right ahead for yon clear Light. 


Dread neither sunken rock nor reef, 
Steer thy true course, avoiding grief, 
Yon harbour bar you soon shall sight, 
Look right ahead for yon clear Light. 


Remember, aye, ye’ re homeward bound ; 
Set every sail till you have found 

Sight of thy home, where all is bright— 
Look right ahead for yon clear Light. 


Till night is gone, thy storms all past, 
Thy sails all furl’d and anchor cast ; 
Oh, sailor brave, keep Him in sight, 
He’ ll guide you in by His clear Light. 


AYREAN. ” At sea, 11/10/03. 
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A TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY OF 
DONALD FLEMING, 
Who met with a fatal accident on board the s.s. “Sophocles,” 28th 
July, 1903, at Cape Town, South Africa, and was buried there. 
AGED 28 YEARS. 


The above was a son of Mr. Petey Fleming, Tayvallich, Argylishive. 


“He bringeth them into the desired haven” (Psa. 107. 30). 


ae 
¥ 


’Twas not ’mongst heath-bells and myrtle, 
On the moor near his Highland home, 

- They laid our Donald to rest still, 
When his labours and task were done. 

What tho’ his young footsteps roamed far, 
All these were to him most dear; 

Where he wander’d in childhood days, 
He would fain have his last rest near. 


The swallow will come back again 

To his wonted place in the eaves, 
But Donald will never return 

To the glen from beyond the seas. 
Still, here we watch at the window, 

As if we should see through the glade 
Again our loved one appearing, 

Tho’, alas! we’re told “he is dead. ” 


You may never tell us “he’s dead!” 
Our Donald! His lovely bright soul 
Shall live where his Saviour led 
After ages have ceas’d to roll. 
Our Donald! Our dear young sailor 
Hath landed on the farther shore ; 
There his barque is safely anchored, 
He will sail the wild seas no more. 


When we’ ll see the great ships sailing, 
Or we see the same on record, 
We’ ll mingle our wishes and prayers 
For the safety of all on board, 
Same as we did for our Donald 
And his shipmates, who sail’d with him, 
That God, commanding the tumult, 
Might favour and watch over them. 
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Why mourn we if ’side the stranger 
Our dear Donald is laid to sleep? 
In the grave there is no danger, 
And he’ll rise again, not to weep. 
When Jesus, his Captain, will come 
To call him from where he’s been kept, 
“All’s well!” he’ ll respond from yonder, 
As if rising where kinsmen slept. 


Sleep on and rest thee, dear Donald, 
Bright angels watch over thy tomb; 
Tho’ we mourn for thee, we’ ll follow 
When the trumpet at last shall sound. 
’Then we, too, shall see our Captain, 
When we anchor in that calm bay, 
Beyond these shadows and sorrows, 


On the shore of eternal day. 
At sea, 24/10/03. 


INVITED. 
“All things are ready, come!” (Matt. 22. 4). 


“All things are ready, come!” 
The Lord thus spoke to me; jj 

I heard His precious voice and came, 
All time His guest to be. 


I found it as He said, 
All things were so complete ; 
Rich viands on His table laid, 
And all of fragrance sweet. 


The robe and sandals both, 
Likewise the promised ring, 

Were ready, but!each hour, disclosed 
How little I did bring. 


Bless’d be His loving voice, 
Which bade the wanderer “come ;” 
Oh, how did He make me His choice, 
And fit me for His home ? 


My soul, in Christ confide, 
Tho’ this frail frame grows old; 
He’ ll bear thee safe to yonder side, 
To walk the streets of gold. 


Then in yon land we’ ll meet 
Beyond all clouds and gloom, 
When He, at last, these words repeat, 
“All things are ready, come!” 


S.S. “Bugnos AYREAN,”’ At sea, 27/9/03, 
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IN LOVING MEMORY, 
OF 
HARRIET S. MACKINNON, 
Who fell asleep, Friday morning, 21st August, 1903, at 2863 Howard 
Street, Philadelphia, Penn, U.S.A. 


“Let me sleep, . . . I’ll awaken in His likeness. ” 


Ou, sad were we at summer’s close 

To see the flower of our home 

Laid down to fade, but she did choose 
To leave the world for Heaven’s bloom. 


Dear Harriet, her mellow voice 

Had often caused souls to rejoice ; 

But over these, her parting words, 
We'll ponder while we’re in this world. 


“My time hath come, I must depart 

And leave you in this vale of tears; 

The thoughts of parting rend my heart, 
But death’s cold stream gives me no fears. 


“Father and mother, ever dear, 

Ye taught me early of His love, 

And how, some day, He would appear 
To take me up to Heaven above. 


“Sisters and brothers, loved one’s all, 
You now must hear my voice no more; 
’Tis evening, and the shadows fall, 

T hear the songs of yonder shore. 


“T see the loved ones of past years, 

From whose eyes God hath wiped all tears; 
But now I lay me down to rest, 

My soul reclines on Jesus’ breast. 


“Dear friends, why won’t ye let me sleep, 
Since in His likeness P 1) awake? 

I long to part, why should ye weep? 

Oh, let me go for His dear sake, 
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f “Tis His dear voice that calls me home 
To that bright land above the sky; 
Since my Jast work on earth is done, 
It’s best to be with Him on high. 


“Should He but leave me longer here 

My voice would always sing His praise; 
But now I’ ll sing in brighter spheres 
That glad new song with saints I’ ll raise. 


“He’s come! He’s come! He bids me sleep 
And rest. But oh, why do ye mourn? 

Good night, my loved ones, till we meet 

In His own likeness on that morn. ” 


S$.S. “BuENos AYREAN.” At sea, 15/1/04. 


OUR GUIDE—ACROSTIC. 
“He will be our Guide” (Psa. 48. 14). 


W hy should we wander from our home, 
I n which we spent such happy days? 
L eaving its joys for time to come. 

L ord, we believe these are Thy ways, 
I ndeed we know there is a Guide, 

A sure and steadfast one is He, 

M arking our paths whate’er betide. 


D ivinely led each hour are we, 

R edeemed by His own blood—“’ Tis well, ” 
U nder His wings we feel secure. 
’M idst thronging duties we shall tell 

M ighty the arm whose help is sure. 

O God, who didst our fathers lead, 

N ow we, their children, trust in Thee, 

D eliver us from sin we plead. 


N earer Thyself our souls would be; 

O nward we’ll go in Thy great Name, 

R emoved from homes and loved ones far, 
I f to Thy glory ’tis the same, 

E ver be Thou our Guiding Star. 


To my dear friend, William Drummond Norrie, Esq. 


S.S. “Bugnos AYREAN.” At sea, 9/5/04. 
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GRANNIE’S GRAVE. 


“Thine is a perfect rest, secure and deep. ” 


Tux following lines were written on receipt of a’pictorial post card on which 
is a view of old Greyfriars Church and Burial Ground, Stirling. My late 
aunt Jane, Mrs. Wm. Mitchell, was laid to rest quite close to the east side 
of the above Church, which sacred spot is shown on the postcard so kindly 
sent to me by the said auntie’s grand-daughter, Jeanie Page, who had that 
portion of the card marked with the cross and the words, “Grannie’s Grave.” 
The cross and remark recalled to my mind many sweet incidents in con- 
nection with dear “Grannie’”—as most people called her—and with other 
dear friends at Stirling, and more especially my last visit to grannie’s grave. 


FRIENDS, this postal card and picture 
Waken memories of long ago; 
May God bless the hand that sent it, 
Tho’ its “remark” caused tears to flow. 
And its “cross” my soul did inspire 
To think as I thought of the brave, 
Whose tombs I saw round Greyfriars, 
My last visit to Grannie’s grave. 


The wide ocean roll between me 

And that mound, near the Lady’s Rock, 
But that night, in fancy, I see. 

I seem to hear the old tower clock. 
As T heard it that calm evening 

When I passed by each silent plot 
Down towards the old Greyfriars, 

By which side is that sacred spot. 


The heaven’s far sparkling diamonds 
Cast their rays o’er each written page, 

Deep chiselled in polished marble, 
Doing honour to youth and age. 

Some whom for their faith died martyrs, 
Covenanters who gladly gave 

Their lives for Christ’s sake are resting 

’Neath these mounds round dear Grannie’s grave. 


There’s the grave of “Henry Drummond, ” 
So worthy of its graceful cross, 
Tho’ he travelled this world over, 
Its riches to him were but dross. 
Since “the greatest thing in the world” 
Is only from Heaven received, 
*Twas thus he ever looked upward, 
For “he knew in whom he believed, ” 
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"Side his grave I fain would linger, 
For I loved his doings right well; 
“Ke was great, and yet so humble, ” 
This I heard Grannie often tell. 
Little thought I as she told it 
That all time their graves would append 
Till the dawning of the morning, 
When they’ ll rise to see Him descend. 


Ah! there is the narrow chamber 
Where they laid her down for her rest! 
By the side of little Margaret, 
Whom she loved here, now yonder bless’ d. 
To them bright angels are showing 
Shores which time’s waves cannot lave. 
Oh, my friends, how tears came flowing 
That last night at dear Grannie’s grave! 


I thought of her kindly visage 
When inviting me soon to come, 
And the love she always cherished 
For her far-away Highland home. 
Its language, in which she first learned 
How Jesus came down for to save, 
Was the same in which I communed 
With our Father at Grannie’s grave. 


How often, when all was silent, 
We’ve seen Grannie taking her stand, 
As the dew fell in the twilight 
There, with a bairnie by the hand, 
To whom she’d speak,, just in whispers: 
“When yonder, outside the old nave, 
Some day when this spot you’ll visit, 
You will call it your Grannie’s grave.” 


Since my first visit to Stirling, 

Ah, what changes all we have seen ! 
Kind hearts, beloved and befriending, 

Are down beneath those mounds of green. 
Voices which rang out our welcome, 

To hear them again I did crave, 
But in vain for these I listened 

While I stood at dear Grannie’s grave. 
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This card I’ll keep as a treasure, 
Reminder of sender and scene, 
When far across seas I’1l wander, 
I’ll ever recall what has been. 
Distance can never blight friendship, 
That flame is not quenched by the wave, 
Wherever God’s hand shall lead me 
I'll aye think of dear Grannie’s grave. 


Dear Grannie, time is not lasting, 
For while I stand here by thy side 
My own last moment is hastening, 
When He’ll call me at even’g tide. 
He’ ll return again to wake me, 
May be out of some ocean cave, 
But when that morning I’1l meet thee, 
*Twill be far beyond Grannie’s grave. 


“BuENOS AYREAN. ” 
At Boston, Mass., U.S.A. 


HILLSIDE CEMETERY—AN ACROSTIC. 
“O grave, where is thy victory?” (1 Cor. 15. 53). 


HARRIET! Here is thy last rest 

I n sleep, beneath this mantle green; 

L ov’d hands have planted o’er the breast 
L illies and flow’rs of sweetest sheen. 

S leep on, dear friend, thy rest now take, 
I n Jesus’ likeness ye’ ll awake; 

D ear ones will tend this hallowed place, 
E ver recalling thy sweet grace. 


C elestial is thy soul’s bright home, 

E ver with Christ, “Till He will come;” 
May we, like thee, Him also find, 

E ternal Friend and loving Guide. 

T hen when He comes on that great day, 
E ach of His own to call away, 

R eunion will take place above, 

Y onder in Heaven, where all is love. 


At Harriet’s Grave, Hillside Cemetery. 


PHILADELPHIA, PENN., U.S.A. 


30/10/03. 


3/4/04, 
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ABSENT FRIENDS. 
Proverbs 27. 9. 


WHERE are those friends of long ago, 
Whose happy smiles we miss ? 

True hearted, leal, we loved them so, 
Their fellowship was bliss. 


There are but few now in our home, 
To look for more ’tis vain; 

To call their names, they cannot come! 
But our loss is their gain. 


Their absence gives us pain at heart, 
For we do miss them sore; 

They such sweet counsel did impart 
In happy days of yore. 


Some live, but oh! so far away 
*Mongst strangers found a home, 

And some have gone to spend their days 
In sailing o’er the foam. 


We miss them now, but Jesus knows 
Our inmost wish and thought ; 

His ways are best, the end will show 
What He for us has wrought. 


A few short years we'll meet again, 
When this life’s voyage is past; 

The. peaceful haven we will gain, 
And dwell with them at last. 


S.S. “BuENoS AYREAN. ” At sea, 7/2/04. 


AT DR. TALMAGE’S GRAVE. 
“The preacher sought to find out acceptable words” (Eccles. 12. 10). 


SLEEP on, great “Talmage,” take thy rest! 
Tho’ I would fain that ye were still 
Preaching Christ with thy wonted zest 
To all who came thy Church to fill. 
Oh, who could better tell it out? 
That wondrous story of God’s love 
Once heard from thee, oh, who could doubt 
Aught of that brighter world above ? 


My thoughts while standing by the grave of Dr. TatmacE in Green Wood 
Cemetery, Brooklyn, New York. 
26/3/05. 
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GOD BLESS THE PRISON VISITOR. 
“Turn you to the stronghold, ye prisoners of hope” (Zech. 9. 12). 


“ Atv—Throw out the Life-line. ” 


Gop bless thy visits to prisoners in chains, 
Whose souls immortal sin fiercely assails ; 
Speed to each dungeon, tell them there remains 
A Friend in that stronghold whose help never fails. 


Go to each dungeon, tell the poor captives 
Jesus can break every chain ; 

Go to each dungeon, tell of that stronghold, 
Jesus, the mighty to save. 


Halt not, my brother, thy field is the world, 
“Go to all nations,” ’twas said by our Lord; 

Tho’ they have fallen, God saith in His Word, 
Return to the Stronghold which safety afford. 


Go to each dungeon, etc. 


Tell the poor captives, long absent from home, 
Loved ones are longing till they again come; 

Bid them take courage whilst yet there is room, 
And turn to the Stronghold where sin cannot doom. 


Go to each dungeon, etc. 


Their chairs, left vacant, can never be filled 
Till they come back to the sad hearts that yearn; 
Tears then shall vanish, and fears shall be stilled, 
When they, with firm hope, to the Stronghold return. 


Go to each dungeon, etc. 


True blessings of parents, children, and wives, 
Follow thy footsteps where God thee will guide, 
Vis’ ting poor captives, whose hopes will revive 
When told of this Stronghold in which they may hide. 


Go to each dungeon, etc. 


Then when thy journeys of mercy are o’er, 
Sweet then to see them on yonder bright shore, 
Those who were captives, all safe in yon fold 
With Jesus, our Saviour, our Rock, and Stronghold. 
Go to each dungeon, etc. 


S.S. “BuENos AYREAN. ” At sea, 6/3/04, 
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“A righteous man regardeth the life of his beast” (Prov. 12. 10). 


O 4, let the feelings of thy heart 


B e aye humane where ’er thou art; 
E ver let grace take her full part. 


E njoy those pleasures she exert, 

V oice out thy feelings against wrong 
E nacted by the aged or young; 

R emember, friend, it is thy place 


K indness to show, that He will bless. 
I n loving kindness God doth rule, 

N ot might but love His plans control; 
D epend on it, He’d have thee be 


T ’wards all His creatures same as He. 
O pen thine hand, the hungry feed, 


A nd gentle be t’ wards bird and beast, 

N e’r chase nor hurt, nor do such deed, 
I nfer that God cares for the least; 

M ortal thou art, and mortal they. 

A h, friend, mind ye God’s image bear, 
L ike Him ye’ll last, while they decay, 
S o, now, deal kindly with them here. 


A h, never-ye for once forget, 
No mortal man shall e’er regret ; 
D efend, protect God’s creatures all— 


B easts, birds, and insects, great and small, 
I nflict not any, or destroy. 

R emember, God doth thee employ, 

D omesticate down here in love, 

S ince Love doth rule those realms above. 


A ttend with care the wounded one, 
Neglect not doing what you can— 
D espise them not, nor think it small, 


H is eye “doth mark the sparrow’s fall. ” 
E ver feel glad that God made thee 

L ast of His creatures, so to be, 

P rotector of each living thing 
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T hat to His Name ye’d glory bring. 

S pare not thyself, while ye have strength, 
P romoting kindness, till at length 

C hrist Jesus comes to call thee home, 

A nnouncing thy kind deeds, “Well done. ” 


Oh, be ever kind to animals and birds and help the 8.P.C.A. 


S.S. “BurENos AYREAN.” 
Bound for Philadelphia. At sea, 30/3/04. 


VERA. 


To dear little Vera Helen Kilburn, aged 4 months. 


“For of such is the Kingdom of God” (Luke 18. 16). 


Gop bless thy bonnie little face, 

’Tis sweetened by its smile of grace; 
While crowding years can ne’er efface 
The sweetness there which God did place. 


I love to see thee, gentle child, 

It cheers my heart whate’ er betide ; 
Ye banish care, and help to wile 
Away the troubles I should chide. 


May thy lov’d parents with thee now 
Remember oft their solemn vow, 

That they would teach thee of God’s way 
Until ye reach discretion’s day. 


Then after they have played their part, 
Be sure ye never shall forget 

To honour them with all thy heart, 
And, rest assured, ye won’t regret. 


Wherever in this world ye are, 

May thy life’s path be free from care ;] 
Have Christ, thy Saviour and thy Guide, 
None perish that in Him confide. 


How can I bear to part with thee, 
Sweet little bairn? I pray that He 
May lead thee safely by His hand 
Until we meet in yon bright land. 


S.S. “BuENos AYREAN.” At sea, 23/3/04. 
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EASTER ACROSTIC. 
“He is not here, for He is risen, as He said” (Matt. 28. 6). 


U Pp from the grave our Lord arose, 

P lacing His power o’er its repose; 

O n Easter morning to declare 

N ot death or hell could hold Him there. 


E arly that morning He awoke, 

A nd speedily death’s bounds He broke, 
§ ealing the truth all time to come 

T hat o’er the grave He victory won; 

E ternal wisdom could not stay 

R eclining in this world’s cold clay. 


M ighty Conqueror! With one bound 
O ut of the grave His freedom found; 
R emarkable to all it’s been, 

N ever before the like was seen 

I n seeing Jesus, who was dead, 

N ow risen up, and breaking bread; 
G od, glorify Thy risen Son! 


C rown Him exalted on Thy throne, 

H elp His redeemed ones on this morn; 
R emember how His brow was torn, 
Inviting us to His lov’d board, 

S ymbol the bread and wine afford, 

T he blessed Lord who bowed His head. 


A h, how His precious blood was shed! 

R emove from us each idle thought ; 

Oh, help us to think how we were bought, 
S ouls saved by Him can ne’er be lost, 

E mmanuel did pay the cost. 


F or Christ so loved our souls that He 
R edeemed them all on Calvary’s tree; 
O h, may we now the price esteem, 

M indful of Him who did redeem! 


T he love of Christ! O God, help me 
H erald forth by land and sea, 
E ach song and message, all be Thine! 


D ivinely led the light must shine, 
A rise, my soul, and sing thy lay! 
R ing out His praise this Easter day, 
K eep not obscured within thy breast 
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G ood things, but give them to the rest. 
R ejoice, my ransomed soul, and sing 

A fitting song to Christ the King; 

V anquish vain thoughts this lovely morn, 
E ach note of praise be heavenward borne. 


A crowning Easter is to come, 

My Lord will call the ransomed home, 
E ver to reign with Him above, 

N ever to leave that place of love. 


Upon Raster Morning Christ Arose From The Dark Grave. Amen. 


S.S. “BuENos AYRBAN, ” 
PHILADELPHIA. Easter Morning, 3/4/04. 


ONE AFFLICTED. 
“The power of the Lord was present to heal them” (Luke 5. 17). 


J Esus, Thy healing power is near, 

E ach one who trusts in Thee down here; 
A nd when the word Thou dost but say, 
N o one on earth its power can stay; 

N ever a child of time need pine 

I n sickness, since that soul is Thine. 

E arth’s joys may go, but in their place 


P eace comes by Thine abundant grace. 
A ffliction comes, but ’tis in love, 

G od teaching us to look above; 

E ach son of His the cross must bear, 


N o child escapes His chastening here. 
E nough, O Lord, “Thy will be done, ” 
I do not dread what is to come; 

L ife’s cares I'll face without alarm, 

L eaning on Thy protecting arm. 


S aviour, in Thee my soul shall trust, 

T hough this frail frame return to dust; 

I n Thine own likeness ’ twill arise, 

R efulgently will be the prize. 

L oved ones I’ 1] meet on that bright shore, 
I ll know them all, we’ll part no more; 
N o sickness there shall we need fear, 

G od’s gracious hand will wipe the tear. 


To Jeanie Page Neill, Stirling. 
S.S. “Burnos AYREAN,” At sea, 18/4/04. 
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THE TRAVELLER’S GUIDE—ACROSTIC. 
“The Lord shall guide thee continually” (Isa. 58. 11). 


J EHOVAH is the traveller’s Guide, 

O h, good and kind all times He’ 1] prove; 
H is people shall in Him confide, 

N aught can from them His help remove. 


*M ongst changing scenes He’!] hold their hand, 
A nd lead them gently as they go, 
C alling them forth from every land, 


P rotecting them from every foe. 

H e will be with them till the last, 

A nd then He’ll take them to His home; 
I know when this brief life is past, 
L‘ord Jesus, Thou will bid me “Come. ” 


O h, till I see Thee as Thou art, 

B lest Lord, help me do well my part, 
A nd watchful be until the end, 

N or would I rest till I ascend. 


L oved ones I’1l meet on that bright shore, 
O h, blessed thought, we’ll part no more; 
R ejoice, my soul, God’s on thy side, 
N othing can part thee from thy Guide. 

To John MacPhail, Oban, Lorn. 


8.S. “BuENos AYRBAN.” 
Victoria Day. At sea, 24/3/04. 


BIRTHDAY WISH. 
To Mr. John Ritchie Bell, Sailor’s Institute, Montreal. 
Isaiah 12. 2. 


FRIEND of sailors! My own dear friend, 
To thee good wishes now I send: 

That God may bless thy natal day, 

And grant thee many more, I’d say, 
With choicest gifts at each return, 

And at the least ye will not spurn, 

Since He knows our need down here. 
This He’ll supply, we will not fear, 
Thyself and thine He’ll bless all times 
With many happy birthday chimes; 

Oh, may thy peace and joy ne’er end, 
God knows my wish t’ wards thee, my friend. 


S.S. “BuENos AYREAN.” On the Atlantic Ocean, 28/8/04. 
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A HIGHLANDER’S SOLILOQUY. 
“Oh, that I had wings like a dove” (Psa. 55. 6). 


Ou, were I on yon lovely Isle, 

’Twould help these weary hours to wile ; 
Sight of its hills and wave-beat shore, 

Its purple heaths, and, what is more, 

For me to use my mother tongue 

’Mongst loving friends the whole day long, 
Within and round our cottage home. 

Oh, how I wish that time would come, 
Sweet as it came in days of old, 

Not half its pleasures could be told. 


The sweetness of lov’d parents’ smile, 
Their hallowed talk so pure from guile; 
Companions, too, were ever near, 

Oh, how they did our young hearts cheer. 
And neighbours, blest, tho’ old and grey, 
Methinks I hear them sing and pray 
Same as they did when I was young, 
Raise their sweet voice in Zion’s song ; 
There was a sweetness in each scene 
From mountain top to valley green. 


Even the sadness of the sea 

Would thus all times appeal to me, 

And, listening to the stranded shell, 

Its murmur did a story tell— 

Just as the lark, so far above, 

By its sweet notes told “God is Love. ” 
Wandering out from early dawn 

O’er moorland wild and flower-clad lawn; 
All His creation round us there, 

Allured our souls to scenes more fair. 


How often then we did repair 

In pensive mood while lingering there, 

Where heroes take their long, long sleep 
"Neath turf so green. There kind hearts weep 
At thoughts of them who were so brave, 

Leal, kind, and good, held in the grave 

That their kind hands now should be still, 
And no more move at their free will, 

As they were wont in days of yore, 

When helping the deserving poor. 
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But God did watch them from on high, 
Oft as they did the poor supply, 

And recorded each deed of love 

In His own Book in Heaven above. 

Oh, kind hearts, weep no more for them, 
But think how precious is each gem 
Who did as Jesus would have done, 

And in His footsteps followed on 

Until their journey here was run, 

And then He took their souls up home. 


But here He left their precious dust 

In kindred grave, and in our trust; 

Oh, let us keep the sacred mound 

As it becometh hallowed ground, 

Until some hands shall place us there, 
And we, too, shall that slumber share. 
But jong as He’ll leave us down here 
He’ll lead us on, we need not fear ; 
Tho’ far from our dear native land, 

His ways are best ‘neath His command. 


We’ ll sail the seas, where He may guide, 
However far o’er oceans wide; 

* Twill be our theme on foreign shore 

To tell of Him whom we adore; 

For whom our covenant fathers bled 
Upon the heath their blood was shed 
That we, their children, should be free 
To spread His truths o’er land and sea; 
Oh, let us aye go in His Name, 

We would not ask for earthly fame. 


But, like our fathers, just and true, 
In all He giveth us to do; 
Like them we’ ll love our native land, 


Its heath-clad hills and wave-beat strand ; 


Like them look for that land sublime, 
So far beyond these hills of time ; 

Like them at last we’ ll gain the prize 
When in Christ’s likeness we’ ll arise 

To meet upon that happy shore, 

Where kindred hearts will part no more. 


“Buenos AYREAN.” 


At sea 
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THE NEW MANSE AT DALAVICH. 
“The house of the righteous shall stand” (Prov. 12. 7). 


Gop’s blessings rest on that building, 
The trim little manse on the heath; 
May foundation, roof, and moulding, 
Last long after our wandering cease. 
Fit residence to the faithful, 
Who preacheth glad tidings of peace; 
Long may its form be reflected 
In that calm still water beneath. 


Like its other old grey neighbour, 
Inch-Ardchonell’s ancient tower, 
Once the dwelling of the high-born, 
How stately it stands in the bower. 
It was the stronghold of clansmen, 
Who fought with the claymore and sword, 
But ye were destined to shelter 
The soldier of God’s Holy Word. 


A “Greatheart” that must not falter 
Whilst wearing the helmet and shield; 
Good soldiers of King Emmanuel 
Should never to indolence yield. 
And yet the soldier must rest him, 
He cannot be aye in the field, 
Tho’ strong be the arm he trusts in 
To help him his weapons to wield. 


God rested from His own labours, 
And since then He giveth a rest 

To His labourers in the vineyard, 
Ever happy are they and blest. 

And blest are the hands that helpeth 
Build homes for the servant of God: 

Surely they’ ll have for their comfort 
His presence, His staff, and His rod. 


God’s peace abide on Dalavich, 

And its neighbourhood all round, 
The little manse in the garden, 

And the kirk in the hallowed ground. 
Whether on week days or Sabbath 

The people lift up the glad sound, 
He shall abundantly lavish 

His gifts where believers are found. 
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Tho’ far over seas I wander 
From thy peaceful surroundings there, 
My thoughts no distance can sunder 
When kneeling before Him in prayer. 
I wish the loved ones ye shelter 
All those gifts that His grace can spare, 
Knowing that He is their helper 
They’ ll never be short of their share. 


To us there’s a grand time coming, 
We'll meet in the Eden above, 

Where the tree of life is blooming, 
There Christ Himself reigneth in love. 

Now while we’re here on our journey, 
Let us follow His footsteps near, 

Tho’ oft through the vale of mourning, 
His own hand shall wipe every tear. 


Rev. Mr. Smith, Dalavich Manse, Loch Awe, Argyllshire. 


At sea, 28/7/04. 


MOURNING FOR ONE DEPARTED. 
“God shall wipe away all tears” (Rev. 21. 4). 


Waat can I write you through my tears? 
You know earth’s chiefest joy is fled ; 
* Twill be restored in brighter spheres, 
But now the bitter tears I shed. 
Oh, why did time so swiftly fly 
Towards the parting of the way, 
Without a shadow o’er our sky 
To mark the approaching close of day. 


Oh, how I miss him from our home!, 
Who could be happier than we? 

The joy of Heav’n, with Eden’s bloom, 
My loved one ever brought to me. 


My loved one! He is gone before, 
To be with Jesus, which is best; 
I’]] meet him on that happy shore, 
In yon bright haven, calm and blest. 


I long to see his face again, 
But here I’1l wait my Saviour’s time; 
I know His promise is not vain, 
He’ 1] take me to His home sublime. 
Tho’ friends speak kindly tears will fall, 
For oh, I’1l miss him till the last, 
Until I hear my Saviour’s call, 
Then all our sorrows will be past. 30/5/04. 
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THOUGHTS OF GALILEE. 
“He walked by the Sea of Galilee” (Mark 1. 16). 


How oft I’ve heard my father sing 
Of Salem and her towers, 

And mother the refrain did bring, 
To while our youthful hours. 


Now since I’ve come to manhood days, 
And wandered far and wide, 

I treasure more their songs of praise 
Than ali I owe beside. 


Oh, tell me more about that land 
Where Jesus loved to be, 

Around the shore and peaceful strand 
Of that sweet Galilee. 


Through Nazareth and Bethlehem, 
And up Mount Olive’s side 

To Bethany, how Jesus came, 
Where Lazarus did abide. 


And on the ship on Galilee Lake, 
When He laid down to sleep, 

How His disciples did Him wake 
When o’er them waves did sweep. 


*Twas of those scenes they sang so sweet, 
Of Calvary and yon tree 

*Gainst which was pierced His hands and feet, 
All this for sinful me. 


It was for me the Saviour died, 
And in the grave was laid; 
But He that dark abode defied, 

And rose up as He said. 


I may not see fair Canaan land, 
Nor sail o’er Galilee, 

But by my Saviour’s side I’) stand, 
Beyond life’s narrow sea. 


Till then, my Lord, the praise I’ ll sing 
My parents sang before, 

For well I know thou wilt me bring 
Unto that happy shore. 


“BuENOS AYREAN. ” At sea 


, 30/7/04. 
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| MY SHEPHERD. 
“The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want” (Psa. 23. 1). 


May God thy Shepherd be, 
To lead thee and to guide; 

Thy best and dearest Friend is He, 
Do ye in Him confide. 


Thy home and loved ones all 
May now be far away ; 

But Christ is near to hear thy call, 
Thy comforter and stay. 


He knows best what you need, 
And will the same supply ; 

No hungry sou! but He will feed, 
Oh, then, on Him rely! 


Rest sure He’ ll not deceive 
Nor change with changing years; 
Oft as ye come He will receive, 
And wipe away thy tears. 


Thy paths o’er hills may lead, 

Or over angry seas, 
But still thy Shepherd for thee plead 
. Until thy wand’rings cease. 


Then to His fold above 
He’ ll bring you home at last ; 
How sweet ’twill be His smile of love, 


When all earth’s toils are past. 
At sea, 25/3/04. 


TO AN ORPHAN BOY. 
“Defend the poor and fatherless” (Psa. 82. 3). 


DEAR little Arthur, come to me, 

And know that ye’ ll protected be! 
While on this ship, and in my care, 

Do rest assured ye’ ll have your share 
Of all good things which ye may choose, 
And well I know ye won’t abuse, 

So welcome to my cabin here 

Oft as you wish your heart to cheer. 


Poor little Arthur! Where is she 
Whose loving hands would tend to thee? 
She who would draw thee to her breast, 
And hush thee in her arms to rest. 
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While o’er thy brow her fingers toy, 

Her lips would breath “God bless my boy. ” 
Oh, she is gone, His joy to share, 

Dear Arthur, ye must meet her there! 


Here is no father’s home for thee, 

*Tis now far, far beyond the sea, 

And those who would in kindness smile 
Cannot come here the hours to while. 
’Mongst strangers now ye must sojourn, 
But tho’ ’mongst them ye’ re not forlorn ; 
Thy mother’s God will hold thy hand 
Till ye shall reach that Promised Land. 


Dear Arthur, come! my blessing take; 

Oh, this I ask for Jesus’ sake: 

That God may thee, an orphan, own, 

Then His success thy years shall crown. 

And at last, in good old age, 

He’ ll call thee off this fickle stage ; 

He’ll take thee to His realms above, 

That hallowed place where all is love. 
With my fondest regards to dear little ARTHUR SLADE, who has been in 
my charge whilst on the voyage between Liverpool, England, and Halifax, 


Nova Scotia. Trusting he may fall into Christian hands. God will bless 
one and all who may act kindly towards the poor little orphan boy. 


S.S. “Buznos AYREAN. ” At sea, 26/6/04. 


THE LASSIE AT LOCH AWE. 


Song of Solomon 8. 7. 


THERE is a lass wha’s dear to me, 
She lives far, far across the sea, 

At Portinsherrich, in Argyll, 

Oh, how I love her sweetly smile! 
Could I to-day but take my flight 
To far Loch Awe I'd there alight 
Beside the lass I love so well: 

Then, oh, what news we'd hae to tell! 
But all I hope will soon revive 
When we again meet in Park Drive: 
Beside the wife and grannie dear 
We'll sing of Jesus ever near, 

When I get home from here awa’ 

To my sweet lassie from Loch Awe. 


MONTREAL, CANADA. 22/8/05. 
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A WISH ON A MENU CARD. 
“Doth He not see my ways, and count all my steps?” (Job 31. 4). 


My friend, accept this menu card, 
And read it line for line; 

I ken you will not think it hard 
Tho’ “minus” sparkling wine 


Then hasten back and dine with me, 
As in those days langsyne, 

When on this ship ye crossed the sea; 
Oh, man, but it was fine! 


I oft recall our merry talk 
At morning, noon, and eve, 
While arm in arm we took our walk, 
And were so wae to leave. 


And when your kinsman chanced to give 
His quota on folk-lore, 

We wished we had in Duart liv’d 
In good old days of yore. 


Ah, now I pace the deck alone, 
Recalling what hath been; _ 

I know some future will atone 
For changes that we’ ve seen. 


Do come, my friend, draw in your chair, 
And make yourself at home ; 
Ye are right welcome to good fare 
Oft ever as ye come, 
Dedicated to my friend MacLean, Manitoba, Canada, with kindest 


regards. 
S.S. “BuENos AYREAN. ” At sea, 2/8/04. 


MY FATHER—ACROSTIC. 
“My son, keep thy father’s commandments” (Prov. 6. 20). 


My father! Lovable ’mongst men! 

Y ears may not bring his like again, 

F or he was of God’s men the best; 

A nd though he’s gone to his long rest, 
T he secret of his counsels wise 

H as been to me my richest prize. 

E arth, keep thy riches! let me rather 


R esolve to live and die like father. 
At sea, 18/10/06. 


THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 


ANGEL HILL BURIAL GROUND, KILNINVER. 
“For now shall I.sleep in the dust” (Job 7. 21), 


GREEN Angel Hill, of lovely pose, 

Near where dark Euchar swiftly flows 
Amongst Kilninver’s bonnie knowes 
Toward Loch Feochan’s peaceful shores. 
The glen sweet nature has adorned 
With heath-clad dales and hazel groves, 
I do not see the wide world o’ er 

A place my heart so much adores. 


There memory keeps one spot e’ergreen, 
*Tis deeply in my heart enshrined, 

And yet it hath neglected been. 

At night this haunts me in my dream, 
Green Angel Hill, it gars me greet 

Here, far away, and cannot keep 

That hallowed place in order neat, 

The mound ’neath which my father sleeps. 


Blest souls of dear departed friends 

Have reached yon realms where joy ne’er ends; 
But if at times they did return 

*Twould be enough to make them mourn 

To see those places so forlorn 

With weeds and nettles all o’er grown. 

Green Angel Hill would them deplore 

How different ’ twas in days of yore. 


Green Angel Hill, the last, lang “Hame” 
Of those dear hearts once kind and leal; 
Tho’ no great monument of fame 

Mark out the plots where they were laid, 
Within the walls, in kindred layer, 

Our noble sires well worthy were 

The highest tribute we could pay 

When placing laurels on their grave. 


Befriending wealth was not attained 

To cheer their hearts while here they stay’ d, 
So, when departing, could not share 
Amongst their offsprings worldly gain ; 

But thus to us were their bequest, 

Their fervent blessing with much zest 
Throughout our lives, and then at last 

On Angel Hill a place of rest. 
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But since we cannot aye remain 

At home to watch our forbear’s graves, 
This of old neighbours we would crave 

To have these mounds kept free from maim. 
Tho’ strangers fill the wonted hearths 

Of some who now up yonder rest, 

We ask, with kindness in our breasts, 

That they would Angel Hill respect. 


Would they but think of those dear hands 

Which toiled from cradle to the grave, 

True patriots to their native land, 

How hard they wrought for its dear sake, , 
And laboured on till strength them failed, 

Long past the evening of life’s day; 

Oh, how could they thus cease thy care, 

Green Angel Hill, where these are laid? 


Would wealth when passing on us smile, 

Or stay her course a little while 

To give a helping hand betimes; 

It would not need so great a pile, 

Green Angel Hill, thy top to crown 

With columns and crosses, cairns and urns, 
High walls, neat walks, and choicest flowers, 
Becoming consecrated grounds. 


’Tis hallowed, consecrated ground, 

Where angels guard each sacred mound, 
Until at last the trumpet sound 

Shall wake those slumbering from the tomb 
To see their Lord appear on high, 

And they to meet Him will arise 

From Angel Hill to gain the prize, 

And share His glory in the skies. 


My thoughts on reading in The Oban Times the paragraph ve the 
decision regarding our burial ground on Angel Hill, Kilninver, near 
Oban, Argyllshire. 


S.S. “Burnos AYREAN, ” = 
PHILADELPHIA, U.S.A. 7/8/04. 


ADAMS—ACROSTIC. 


A pAms, good friend, when you leave home, 

D o not forget this way to come, 

A nd we’ ll make you welcome here 

’M ongst friends you’ ll always find sincere, 
S o in thy thoughts let us be near. 26/8/07. 
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TRAGEDY ON THE DELAWARE. 


Tus morning whilst on my way to market I noticed a crowd gathering 
on to one of the old wharves on the River Delaware, near to the foot of 
Callowhill Street. Something made me leave my way, and stepping over 
towards the crowd, whom I found to my dismay looking down at the body 
of a young woman which had been found floating near to that spot a short 
time ago, and held immersed there until the arrival of the Coroner and 
other officials, who would remove it to the mortuary. 


Apparently she had committed suicide in the early hours of this same 
morning. She was in neat attire, that of a dark dress, refined appearance, 
lovely features, with abundance of beautiful dark brown hair which waved 
to and fro with the ripple of the water. Herright hand, the fingers of which 
were half clasped, was upraised as if she had striven to save herself, as I 
thought, perhaps at the last, when she had repented of her rash deed, and 
that there was then no one near to grasp it and save her, appealed to my 
inmost soul when looking at her young, beautiful, and helpless form thus 
held in the cold and relentless grasp of death, brought to me fast-flowing 
tears and wakened some heartrending thoughts and feelings indescribable. 


Nor shall I forget it all until I pass through the dark waters of the 
River Jordan and get beyond the vale of tears and sorrow, where I shall 
meet many such as she whose earthly burden seemed too heavy to bear, and, 
alas, in a weak moment yielded to the thought that it would be better to 
depart and be at rest. 


I could hardly betake me from her side, a stranger; and yet as I looked 
at her beautiful calm features I felt as if she was a sister in the flesh. 


May God help me to take it as another warning that I must “cast my 
burdens upon Him who is able and willing to sustain them.” Weall have 
our particular thorn in the flesh, and we are so weak and helpless, but we 
should remember always that He said, “Call upon Me in the day of trouble, 
and I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify Me. ” 


Aiv—“The Rowan Tree. ”’ 


Au, Delaware, thy rushing tide 
Makes me feel sad this morn, 

Since I have seen by thy cold side 
Our sister, all forlorn, 

Immersed down in thy flowing stream. 
Tho’ her bright soul had fled, 

That sight will haunt me in my dream 
And bitter tears I’ ll shed 

When far away. 


, 


Her soul had fled, but there was she— 
A form of charm and grace; 

Ah, how could it neglected be, 
That bonnie, winsome face 

And flowing hair, which was her pride, 
Now tangled in the wave? 

Oh, was there no one near to guide, 
No brother there to save, 

That sister dear ? 
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How neat and trimly was her dress, 
And snow-white, well-formed hand; 

Her comely form did me impress 
Whilst near it I did stand. 

I wished her parents had been near, 
With loved ones to take care 

Of her remains, and bathe with tears 
That noble brow so fair, 

And worth their love. 


Oh, did ye take that fatal leap 
To extricate thy soul 
Out of fierce waves which would thee sweep 
Against some treacherous shoal? 
Ye did not think ye could withstand 
The tempest of life’s day; 
Alas! the Pilot was at hand, 
And would have shown the way 
Safe to the Hav’n. 


If the one who caus’d thy doom 
Beheld thee as thou art, 

Past doings would around him loom, 
And cause his heart to smart. 

But his remorse would not restore 
Sweet life to thee again, 

Dear sister, ye have gone before ; 
Oh, if ’twas he, I’d fain 

Him in thy place. 


Ah, Delaware, swift Delaware, 
Thy rushing tide she choose, 
Thinking thy depths much kinder were 
Than false friends who abuse. 
Our Father knew her wounded heart, 
And He, blest God of Love, 
Would bid bright angels do their part, 
And take her soul above 
To His own Home. 


S.S. “BuENos AYREAN, ” 
PHILADELPHIA, PENN., U.S.A. | River Delaware, 12/7/04, 
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THE LEADING LIGHT. 
“That they which"come in’may see the light” (Luke 12. 13). 


I OFTEN pray, dear sailor, brave, 

When ye are toss’d upon the wave, 
Where surges sweep the whole dark night, 
That ye may find the Leading Light. 


When long by storms ye have been driven 
So far from home and lov’d ones riven, 
How welcomed then should be the sight, 
This harbour with the Leading Light. 


Tho’ stars are hidden by dark clouds, 

And rough winds threaten sails and shrouds, 
Ye need not fear that these can blight, 

If ye steer for the Leading Light. 


When the true Pilot holds the helm, 

No angry waves can overwhelm 

Thy barque, tho’ frail He’ ll guide aright 
And bring ye to the Leading Light. 


Sail on for that blest harbour bound, 
Where loved ones waiting will be found 
Singing sweet praise ’mongst angels bright 
Of Christ, who is the Leading Light. 


Then, when ye join that happy throng, 
Ye’ ll raise your voices in the new song; 
And aye remember with delight, 

How ye had found the Leading Light. 


REFLECTIONS on the answer given me by Miss ADA THACKERAY, daughter 
of the Rev. Joseph Thackeray, of St. John’s, Newfoundland, on my asking 
her as to the situation of her father’s Church. She said, “It is on Queen’s 
Road, and the one that has the ‘Leading Light,’” meaning the red light 
which is placed high up in the Church spire, being the highest, therefore 
the leading light of those so placed on shore, by which mariners are safely 
guided into the peaceful harbour of St. John’s. Time and distance may 
divide us, but I'll aye think of her ready and touching answer. Wishing 
my dear young friend, Ada, and her brother Joe, with their reverend father 
and friend, a very pleasant holiday amongst their friends of lang syne, then 
a safe return to their hospitable home and the well-founded Church—with 
the “Leading Light”—at St. John’s, Newfoundland. 
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THE LAST ROLL-CALL. 


“On Indian plain or Lapland snow, 
Believers take the same repose. ” 


WAE’sS me, our nation’s in sorrow, 
There’s wailing in each Highland glen; 
To-day and long past the morrow 
* Twill be heard on mountain and ben. 
The doleful dirge of true clansmen 
Will linger in cottage and hall, 
For their gallant young soldier son 
Who has answered the last roll-call. 


We bow our heads with his father, 
The noble, his sorrows we share, 
But speak not, knowing he’d rather 

In silence the calamity bear. 
His plans, well laid for the future, 
Will never be accomplished here ; 
But still he yields to his Tutor, 
Who promised to wipe every tear. 


Our hearts are sore for his mother, 

Our dear kinswoman, tried and true, 
Tho’ living over the border, 

Her old home is dear to her view. 
The ancient seat of Seaforth, 

She’s a daughter worthy its fame, 
For kindness all knoweth her worth, 

In charity great is her name. 


Her sorrow we could not measure 
While mourning for her only son, 
But He who lent her that treasure 
Has but taken His own again. 
He’ ll restore him in the morning, 
When He comes at the Grand Review, 
The roll will be called up yonder, 
And she’ ll meet her lov’d one anew. 


Afar in the Indian jungle, 
Where, serving his country and King, 
Sweet thoughts of the past would mingle 


With bright things the future might bring 


With the goodwill of his comrades, 

Who would witness his task well done, 
Returning to scenes of childhood 

With high honours and laurels won. 
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So well he served our lov’d Monarch, 
That His Majesty mourn his loss; 
His comrades talk of the gallant 
Whose service the country would miss. 
Who, while pursuing stern duty, 
Looked aye for that better abode 
In yonder beautiful “city, 
Whose Builder and Maker is God.” 


The sword is sheathed in its scabbard, 
And the soldier is laid to rest; 
No clashing of shield and halbert 
Can disturb his slumber so blest. 
Oh, take now the well-earned garland 
Of heather, entwined with the rose, 
Place it o’er where he is resting, . 
And where angels guard his repose. 


Oh, he is not dead, but sleepeth, 

And shall rise up at morning break ; 
The tomb the slumberer keepeth 

Till in Christ’s likeness he’ ll awake. 
Tho’ we are still in the valley, 

On the march till the evening fall, 
Up there with lov’d ones we’ ll rally 

When we answer the last roll-call. 


S.S. “BurnNos AYRBAN. ” At sea, 15/9/04. 


IN LOVING MEMORY OF DONALD M‘LEOD. 
“T shall go to him, but he shall not return to me” (2 Sam. 12. 23). 


Tue Yule log may lighten the hearth 
In the emblazoned hall so gay; 
But for me there’s no Christmas mirth, 
Since Donald is taken away. 
My laddie, the joy of our home, 
T’ll seek not on mountain or wave; 
But yonder I’ 1] linger alone, 
Where he is laid in the deep, cold grave. 


My darling child, I’ ll linger there 
Beneath the ray of evening star, 

Tho’ well I know that angels fair 
Took thy blest soul to realms afar. 
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Yet o’er that mound my watch I’ Il keep 
By thy sweet form at eventide, 

Until I take my last long sleep, 
And kind hands lay me by thy side. 


Ah, Donald, my darling laddie, 
Must I never see thee again ? 
The joy of thy wonted prattle 
Shall I listen for now in vain. 
When thy little sister calls thee, 
And she weeps since ye do not come, 
How can I speak when she asks me 
What keeps Donnie from coming home? 


Wae’s me, dear Donald, ye’ re taken, 

And your chair is left vacant here; 
At sight of it thoughts awaken 

Of the glad days when ye were near. 
Now I care not where I’ ll wander, 

To the land that’s beyond the sea, 
I'l] aye in sweetness remember 

How you knelt at your mother’s knee. 


Donald, my firstborn and treasure, 
I oft wished the future might bring 
Fortune and fame without measure, 
That the welkins thy praise would ring 
O’er land and sea as ye’d travel, 
Till at last, in honoured old age, 
The world would count thee a marvel, 
And record thy name on its page. 


My Donald, I thought and proposed, 
There was nothing too good for thee ; 
But to God, who wisely disposed, 
May all honour and glory be. 
His favour is better than gold, 
And I know that His ways are best ; 
He took thee up Home to His fold, 
’Mongst His lambs eternally blest. 


Sleep on till morning, dear Donald, 
Then, laddie, I’ ll see thee again, 
Not here in this world of tumult, 
But up yonder where Jesus reign. 
And, oh, how sweet ’twill be to meet 
Upon that bright and happy shore! 
Our union, then, will be complete 
In Heaven with Christ to part no more. 


“Buenos AYREAN. ” 
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At sea, 1/8/05. 
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KIND THOUGHTS FOR THE TWENTY-FIRST 
SEPTEMBER. 


1 John 1. 4). 


DEAR friend of old and merry times, 
To-day I hear thy birthday chimes, 

And listen while each merry peal 

Send over seas my wish, thy weal: 

From this, thy happy natal day, 

May good Dame Fortune with thee stay ; 
And may the gifts which are divine 

Be shower’d down on both thee and thine. 
Tho’ often times the tears shall fall 
When lov’d ones hear the last roll-call, 
And they depart from thee for aye, 

To be with Him who led the way ; 

Think what a meeting it must be 

On that bright shore beyond life’s sea! 
Ah, there ye’ ll see Him face to face. 

But now, my friend, may His rich grace 
Keep thee for many years to come; 

The joy and comfort of thy home, 

With thy companion, kind and leal, 
Protected thee, and beau ideal; 

Sons and daughters to adorn 

Thine own sweet cot. When years have shorn 
Acquaintance’s field and left it bare, 
Ah, then they shall their love declare, 
Recalling what yourself had been 

To them through all the changes seen. 
Oh, now, what could I wish thee more, 
While sailing t’ wards yon happy shore 
Where waiting friends thy soul allure? 
May Christ Himself, the Pilot sure, 

Be near thee with His soothing balm, 
And guide thy barque in storm and calm 
Assured, His help shall never fail 

Until at last ye furl each sail, 

And anchor in yon port so blest, 

Where ye will find eternal rest. 

Ah! there ye’ ll meet with mine and me; 
Bless God, I’ 1] meet with thine and thee. 


At sea, 21/9/04. 
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ANOTHER FRIEND AWAY. 


“The righteous shall be in everlasting remembrance” (Psa. 112. 6). 


THERE is another friend away, 

A friend I loved most dear; 

Oh, how can I be now but wae, 

Since he’ 1] not meet me here ? 

His friendly hand and kindly smile 
I'l) look for but in vain 

Where he was wont the hours to while, 
And heartily entertain. 


How cheerful was his wonted mood, 
And well did he employ 

Each passing moment doing good 

To sad hearts bringing joy. 

None like him could the downcast lift 
In sorrow’s trying day; 

*Twas his the soul-inspiring gift 

To walk in wisdom’s way. 


Another friend away from me, 

And from his loved ones dear; 

But why should we dejected be ? 

Ah, let us check each tear, 

Tho’ we shall miss all time to come 
One of our friends—the best-— 

*Twas God the Father called him home, 
To give him peace and rest. 


I little thought when last we met 

On the Saint Lawrence shore, 

And parted there, ’twould be our fate 
That we should meet no more 

In that sweet haven, calm and still, 
Where we have merry been; 

But now I’d say, “O God, Thy will, 
Who best could intervene ?” 


Up on yon shore that is sublime 

There is a haven bright, 

Where we shall meet our friends of time, 
Arrayed in robes of white. 

We’ ll dwell with them and Christ, our King, 
How glorious it must be, 

With that bright throng God’s praise to sing 
Beyond life’s narrow sea! 


In Loving Memory of a Friend. : 
S.S. “BuENos AYREAN.” At sea, 10/22/04. 
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THERE’S A HOME FOR ALL THAT’S LEAL 
AND TRUE. 


“T go to prepare a place for you” (John 14. 2). 


Go, tell the news in every land, 
Wherever ye life’s path pursue, 

That Christ prepares on yon bright strand 
A home for all that’s leal and true! 


What are these palaces of time, 
Tho’ grand they seem to mortal view? 
They are not like His home sublime, 
Prepared for all that’s leal and true. 


Tho’ sweet to see earth’s choicest flowers 
Bespangled with the morning dew, 

More sweet will be yon Heavenly bowers 
To those He loves, the leal and true. 


Oh, wanderer, turn; He loves thee still! 
Let His sweet peace thy heart subdue, 

And o’er each step He’ ll lead thee till 
Ye mingle with His leal and true. 


Though weigh’d by sin He-bids thee come; 
Now take the step, ye’ ll never rue; 
Why tarry longer while there’s room 
*Side His redeemed, the leal and true? 


Sore trials all, and sorrows here, 

Should but our needed strength renew ; 
There’ 11 be no tears in yonder sphere, 

Where Christ dwells with His leal and true. 


We, “once afar,” are now “brought nigh, ” 
And numbered with His chosen few, 
Who wait His coming from on high 
To welcome home His leal and true. 


* Twill not be long till that blest morn, 
When Jesus holds His grand review ; 
His smile shall evermore adorn 
That Home, with all His leal and true. 


Oh, bless’d be God, ’ twill not be long, 
We’ ll meet our loved ones then anew, 

And sing the praise in that new song 
Of Him who kept us leal and true. 


At sea, 11/12/04. 
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OUR BELOVED “FREE.” 
“They shall prosper that love thee” (Psa. 122. 6). 


Come, my good friend! Welcome here 
From Scotia o’er the sea; 

I know your news will be sincere 
Of our beloved “Free. ” 

Oh, tell me more of what was done 
In “Eighteen forty-three, ” 

When men of God the victory won 
Which gave us our dear “Free. ” 


Tell how those men, for conscience sake, 
Would not contented be; 

Tho’ homes and livings were at stake, 
Their doctrine needs be “Free. ” 


Great Welsh, ’twas Chalmers, Gordon, Burns, 
With thousands followed thee 

To Tanfield Hall, and their returns 
Vows to be henceforth “Free. ” 


Hugh Millar, Scotland’s Christian son, 
Forgot he ne’er can be, 

For good things he had said and done, 
*Twas he who named her “Free. ” 


Thank God, He gives us leaders still 
Who hold no small degree 

Of that same noble power of will 
They had who formed the “Free. ” 


Many like Bannatyne, MacQueen, 
MacCulloch, wont to be 

The foremost spokesman, aye serene, 
Upholding our dear “Free. ” 


Well worthy sons of Covenant sires, 
Whose preachings all need be 

Through Him who teaches and inspires 
His message in each “Free. ” 


The Church our fathers loved to call 
Their trysting-place with Thee; 
Ah! how we loved to hear them all 

Tell how they formed the “Free. ” 
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Now we, their children, cherish shall 
This Church so blessed by Thee, 

Who favours her, tho’ others fall, 

. Thou, God, dost love our “Free.” 


’Twas but a sapling from the vine, 
Yet grew a spreading tree ; 

All growth and sap and fruits are Thine, 
That constitute the “Free. ” 


The righteous law of God and Heaven 
Is on her side, and she 

Must spread the Gospel Christ has given, 
His charter makes her “Free.” 


God will replenish at His will, 
As His design decree, 

The Church militant here until 
Gone up triumphant— “Free. ” 


5.S. “Burnos AYREAN. ” 
PHILADELPHIA, U.S.A. 22/8/05. 


A REMEMBRANCE. 
“T bring you tidings of great joy” (Luke 2. 10). 


Ou, glad am I, dear brother “Hill, ” 
That ye did choose to come this way 

When crossing o’er; but ’twas His will 
Ye should be here this Sabbath day, 

So that ye would, by word and look, 
Teach us how we our time should spend 

By taking pleasure in that “Book” 
Which tells of joys that never end. 


How faithfully ye did your part 
To send the Gospel truths right home ; 
We’ ll fondly treasure in our heart 
Remembrances all time to come. 
And tho’ ye may be far away 
*Mongst strangers, or with friends so dear, 
These cherished words shall ne’ er decay, 
The words ye’ ve spoken to us here. 


On hearing a Sermon by Prof. G. W. E. Hill, Stillwater, Minn., 
U.S.A., on Matthew 13. 39, “The reapers are the angels. ” 


S.S. “CoRINTHIAN, ” At sea, 25/6/05. 
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PARTING WITH “BO’S’N.” 


Let others all rejoice who can, 

Their mirth could not make me feel gay; 
It is not for a fellowman 

I feel thus sad at heart to-day, 
Tis for my faithful little friend, 

My “doggie” with the brindled coat; 
Tho’ our attachment naught can rend, 

Yet we ourselves must dwell remote. 


Poor little “Bo’s’n,” had you been 

Mine by right, there’s nothing could 
Entice me, little comrade keen, 

To part with thee, let come what would; 
Since ye thy confidence did place 

In me, how could I let thee go? 
I would not be a “child of grace” 

And thus t’ ward thee such conduct show. 


I would not part with thee for gold 

Were ye mine own, ye creature sweet ; 
Thy trust in me could not be sold, 

Since the first moment we did meet. 
Thine instinct taught thee I had room 

For thee, and be thy friend at length; 
Alas, this day! why did they come 

To break this trust and bear thee hence? 


Fidelity should not be scorned 

When ’tis by any creature shown ; 
God is their Maker, and adorned 

Them thus to show they were His own. 
I felt this true regarding thee 

When ye were parting here with me; 
If ye could speak ye’d say, “I’d fain 

You'd let me back with him again. ” 


If thy good master sent thee back, 
How gladly I'd say, “Bo’s’n, come, 
My little friend, there’ Jl be no lack 
Of good things for thee in my home!” 
I know right well ’twould be thy choice 
To come, and here with me abide; 
If ye could only hear my voice, 
How quickly ye’d be by my side. 
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Alas! ye are so far away, 
That I may never see thee now; 
A stranger’s voice ye must obey, 
A stranger's hand ye must allow 
To hold thee back, tho’ ye desire 
To leave him and return to me; 
Oh, if our wish we could acquire, 
How happy both of us would be! 


Farewell! farewell! my little friend, 
Oh, must I, must I, say farewell? 
When future years their changes send 
To thee and me, oh, who shall tell 
Me of thy bonnie brindled coat, 

And if thy master treat thee well? 
I know that I'll forget thee not, 

My faithful “Bo’s’n” fare thee well 


PHILADELPHIA, PENN., U.S.A. 4/2/05. 


TO A SWEET SINGER. 
Ezekiel 33. 32. 

I Love auld Scotia all the more 
Since ye have come from her dear shore, 
Where lark doth soar at-early dawn, 
Leaving her nest on flower-clad lawn, 
And from yon height her sweet notes pour, 
Charming the dwellers in the bower 
While rising up on wings so swift 
Nearer to Him who gave the gift. 


This is like thee, friend from the hills, 
Thy music sweet my bosom thrills, 
While ye have left your home behind, 
And dear friends there so good and kind. 
Yes, left them all to play thy part 

In raising up the drooping heart, 

And cheer the pilgrim on his way 

When o’er the strings the bow ye play. 


But, oh, my friend, like yon sweet lark, 
Tis God that kindled that same spark 
Which gives thy soul the true desire 
How ye the melody acquire, 
Which in this vale of tears must bring 
More glory unto Christ thy King; 
Then when earth’s strings at last are riven, 
You'll play a golden harp in Heaven. 
S.S. “CORINTHIAN. ” At sea, 27/10/05. 


Soh 
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GIVING OUR HEART. 
“Give Me thine heart” (Prov. 23. 26), 


Drak sister, give thy heart to Him 
Who died on Calvary’s cruel tree ; 

See yonder precious flowing stream 
For cleansing sinful me and thee! 


A brother may demand thy hand, 
But Jesus He demands thy heart ; 
And, oh, how sweet at His command 
To come and choose “The better part.” 


Oh, hear His voice while ’tis to-day, 
And rest assured He’ ll not deceive; 

He’ ll help thee to walk in wisdom’s way, 
And heavenly blessings ye’ ll receive. 


What tho’ afar from that dear land, 
When ye have pass’d sweet youthful day, 
Ye’re ever nearing yon bright strand, 
Where we shall dwell with Him alway. 


We love to think of home so sweet, 
And loved ones whom we left behind; 
It pains us when we cannot meet 
Their smiling faces leal and kind. 


This should but keep us closer still 
To Him, thé Friend above all friends; 
He’ ll keep our hearts right pure until 
We meet again where joy ne’er ends 


“BuEBNOS AYREAN. ” 
Off Halifax Harbour, N.S. 21/3/05. 


MY MOTHER—ACROSTIC. 
“My son, forget not the law of thy mother” (Prov. 6. 20). 


My mother! Lovable ’mongst women! 

Y e proved the truth of thy good omen— 
M odest, amiable, and gentler 

O f all women—kind exampler. 

T hy “children all doth call thee bless’d;” 
H ow much we owe thee, God’s knows best. 
E steemed by all, I know none other 


R evered and loved as is my mother. 
At sea, 18/10/06. 


S.S “CORINTHIAN, ” At sea, 
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PARTING WITH FRIENDS. 
“Intreat me not to leave thee” (Ruth 1. 16). 


Ou, fickle world in which we live, 
How could we love thy changes here ? 
To-day thou canst no comfort give 
Whilst we do part with friends so dear. 


With them we pass’d our sweeter day, 
Oh, why should we now leave their side ? 
Tho’ fortune may not come that way, 
We'd rather aye with them abide. 


We loved them as they loved us—well! 
And thought that nothing could divide; 
But now, alas, could mortal tell 
Why should we wander far and wide? 


Some future time we’ ll understand 
Why thus we were divided here ; 

It may be when on yonder strand 
We’ ll know the meaning of each tear. 


Yet hard it is to say good-bye 

To near and dear ones as we part; 
When bitter tears bedim the eye, 

There is but One who knows the heart. 


He knows the anguish of the soul 
Better than we who bear the smart ; 

In such sad hour none can console 
Like Him who sees the inward part. 


Oh, how could we the parting bear 

Had we not known He’d watch between ? 
“Until we meet” we ne’er need fear, 

His hand shall not fail us tho’ unseen. 


There is no secret but He knows, 
Thus it is better to confide 

In Him who helps us bear our woes, 
And give His peace whate’er betide. 


A Friend that sticketh closer far 
Than brother or another friend, 

Is He who is our Guiding Star, 
He’ ll lead us safely till the end. 


And then, when this brief voyage is past, 
We’ ll meet where parting ne’er can be; 

Then sweet ’twill be to dwell at last 
With Christ beyond life’s narrow sea. 


12/4/05. 
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SPIRITUAL BIRTHDAY ANNIVERSARY. 
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“Thou shalt remember all the way which the Lord thy God led thee” 


5:9. 


“CORINTHIAN. ” 


(Deut. 8. 2). 


To Thee, O God, I'll sing my lay, 
And happy be this morn, 

For well I know Thou’ It hear me pray 
On this sweet day’s return. 


It was two years ago this day 
That Jesus spoke to me; 

He said, “My sister, come this way, 
And I’ ll be Guide to thee. ” 


His precious call I did obey, 
Since then He holds my hand, 

And leadeth me from day to day 
Towards that happy land. 


The sweetness of His gentle voice 
Is more to me than gold; 

My Shepherd He, and I rejoice 
To be within His fold. 


However long my journey here 
In this vain world below, 

It is all well, I need not fear, 
Since Jesus loves me so. 


My parents dear and friends so true, 
I love them as I should, 

But I could not give them His place, 
Nor would I if I could. 


Sweet was the home where I was reared, 
And dear the loved ones there, 

But sweeter far than home beyond 
Which He with me will share. 


Oh, blessed Saviour, ’twas Thy choice 
That I should follow Thee; 

Now let my soul, my heart, my voice, 
Be ever all for Thee. 


Until I pass the bound of time, 
Life’s trials I’ 1] not dread; 

Then when I reach yon blessed clime, 
The golden streets I’ 1] tread. 


Gulf of St. Lawrence 


, 6/5/06. 


84 THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 


IN GRATITUDE. 
“Aye Remembered. ” 


How sweet it is to know that ye, 

Tho’ very far across the sea, 

Did think of us when far away, 

And wished us near you on “Class Day. ” 
Oh, sore at heart we both did feel 

We could not be to wish you weal, 

And help consume your good repast ; 

But we shall pray this may long last, 
“Good old times” at “Radcliffe College, ” 
Where young folks go to gain knowledge. 
If both of us but could have been 

A little nearer “Sister Dean” 

On that sweet Wednesday in June 

We would in good old Scotch commune 
With her and all who might be there, 
*Twould be our wish the few to share; 
We'd spin a yarn and sing a song, 

Enjoy it all the whole night long; 

The class of nineteen hundred five 
Would long, long in our hearts survive; 
But to all we send our greeting, 

That success may crown your meeting. 
With all good blessings from above, 
Your “Cousins” send this wish with love. 


Having been invited to the Radcliffe College Class Day Gathering 
of 25th June, 1905. 


At sea, 14/6/05. 


TO THE LOVING MEMORY 
OF 
WILLIAM JOHN M‘LEAN, 
Who fell asleep at Montreal, Canada, 30th September, 1905. 


AGED 24 YEARS. 


SLEEP on in this peaceful haven, 

Ye shall sail the wild seas no more; 
When to us that rest is given, 

We’ ll meet thee on the farther shore. 


Erected by his Chief, Fellow-Stewards, Stewardesses, and Cooks 
of S.S. “Corinthian,” of Glasgow, Scotland. 


MONTREAL, CANADA, 2/12/05, 


THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 


MY AUTOGRAPH. 
Psalm 30. 5. 


Dear friend, my name I give you here, 
And I’ ll remember, do not fear, 
All that sweet converse with our friend 


Of Him who doth all good things send. 


Oh, take this parting wish to-day, 
Throughout thy life all joy be thine, 
Look unto Him who is the Way, 
And lean upon His arm divine 


And tho’ we may be far apart 
For all the years which are to come, 
We three shall aye be one in heart, 
Until we meet in yon bright home. 


Inscribed in an Album. 
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$.S. “CORINTHIAN. ” Gulf of St. Lawrence, 26/9/05. 


FOR THE GIFT OF A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 


2 Timothy 2. 15. 


Many thanks for this birthday book, 
O’er its pages I’ ll often look, 

And often wonder where is she 

Who gave this little book to me. 
When I am Sailing o’er the brine, 

I’ 1l love to use this book of thine, 
And read a text each passing day. 
How it will cheer me on my way 

To know that you remember me 
When I am far out on the sea 

And ye ashore; yet spirits meet 
Around one Blood-stained Mercy Seat. 
’Tis there our Saviour greets His own, 
’ Tis there we make our wishes known, 


Tis there I’ ll ask Him, friend, to give 


To thee His blessings while ye live. 
And when our journey here is 0’ er, 
We’ ll meet upon yon golden shore, 
And speak of this sweet book ye gave, 
Which tells me Jesus came to save. 


S.S. “CORINTHIAN. ” River St. Lawrence, 27/9/05. 
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A TRIBUTE. 
“Dead, yet speaketh” (Heb. 11. 4). 


“THE stream of time’s still rolling on, ” 
Yet here’s thy lines to muse upon, 

Good James Mylne, bard at Lochill, 
Tho’ for long years thy voice’s been still. 
And, beyond doubt, Henry, thy friend, 
Has also reached his journey’s end; 
Whether he had clung close to thee 
Shall aye a mystery be to me, 

Since I know nothing of his lot 

T’ll leave his name without one blot; 
Nor do I ken if he did leave 

Behind him aught to which I'd cleave. 
But here to-day, out on the ocean, 

I trace thy lines with true devotion ; 
And that my sou! they do inspire 

I here declare with true desire. 

Thy ode and tragedies I’ ve read, 

And think each word of these high bred; 
As much alive to-day as when 

The muse had brought them to thy pen. 
Ye had thy laurels well deserved, 

Thy lines shall keep thy name preserved ; 
But ye’re not dead, altho’ ye’re gone 
Away from us, thy work was done, 

And He who knoweth all things best 
Well knew that ye had need of rest. 

He took thy soul up to the skies, 

And left with us here what we prize— 
Thy lines, at which we often peep, 

And green mound where ye gently sleep, 
O’er which I lay this laurel green 

In gratitude of what ye’ ve been. 

And when that sleep to me is given, 

I know we’ ll meet up there in Heaven. 


My thoughts after reading pieces and ode to Mr. H. D. when at the Grammar 
School of Dalkeith, by the late Mr. James Mylne (Bard) of Lochill. 


S.S. “BUENOS AYREAN. ” At sea, 5/12/05. 
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CHILDREN FROM THE ORPHAN HOMES 
OF SCOTLAND. 


“Defend the poor and fatherless” (Psa. 82. 3). 


Dear children from yon Orphan Homes, 
Who were my guests while here aboard, 
My thoughts go out, just as becomes, 
*Twards thee, who were sent by the Lord. 
For well I know ’ twas in His love 
He brought thee here those few short days, 
That you and I should look above 
And honour Him in all our ways. 


Ab, yes, ’twas He that brought thee here, 
Sweet children of good folks that were 
But are now gone from this cold sphere 
And left thee to the stranger’s care. 
More bitter thought to them than death 
To leave you thus, yet ’twas His will; 
Now you must in their God have faith, 
For ’tis His hand that leads you still. 


Sweet boys and girls, while you were here 
I loved to have you by my side, 
And oftentimes would come the tear 
At thought how short you would abide 
With me, where I could hear your voice 
Join in the morn’ and even’ song. 
Still, tho’ apart, we may rejoice, 
For we shall meet, “’ twill not be long.’ 


’ 


I oft recall each happy scene, 
And wish to have them o’er again 
By those same actors that had been, 
But for all this I’1l wish in vain. 
And yet, I know you’ ll play your part 
Right well, wherever you may be; 
This happy thought will cheer my heart 
When I an? far upon the sea. 


Whoever may your time employ, 
They’ ll find in you no base alloy ; 
And God will have His favour shown 
To those who treat you as their own. 
And into your adopted home 
The riches of His grace shall come; 
Then they shall never need to fear 
Who treat the Orphan kindly here. 
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There is one place you’ ll bear in mind— 
Tis the dear Homes so far away 
Where, with those loved ones leal and kind, 
You spent your happy youthful day. 
’Twas they that took the parent’s place, 
And tended to your wants with care; 
How lovely was each gentle face, 
And loving hands how kind they were! 


Oft, as ye shall review the past, 
There’ ll be one loving form which comes 
Before you while your mem’ ry last, 
He was the founder of the Homes. 
The man of God you’ ll think him still, 
Same as he was in days of yore, 
Tho’ he hath gone his place to fill, 
Where orphan’s tears are seen no more. 


Those upon whom his mantle fell 
Shall follow in his footsteps near ; 
The orphans’ needs to God they’ II tell, 
Who at all times their prayer shall hear. 
And He will cause kind folks to give 
With their wont hospitality ; 
There is no one that Christ doth love 
Like he that giveth cheerfully. 


Oh, if I were with riches blest 
I'd give to each a helping hand; 
But all shall come at His behest 
While we are pilgrims in this land. 
Then we shall share with those that need 
Our little gifts in Jesus’ name, 
And tho’ but little be the deed, 
If done through Him He’ ll bless the same. 


Good night, dear children, I must close, 
I wish you all a sweet repose, 
And do not fear tho’ dispersed there 
That I'll forget you in my prayer. 
Oh, no, I'll ask our Lord to guide 
You safely o’er lite’s ebbing tide, 
Then when He brings us to yon shore 
We'll meet again to part no more 


WRITTEN in fond remembrance of the happy voyages with the boys in 
charge of brother David M‘Fadzen and with the girls in charge of Pastor 
D. J. Findlay, Mrs. Findlay, Mr. Regd. Findlay, and friends, in April 
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and July, 1905, from Mr. Quarrier’s Orphan Homes of Scotland, Bridge 
of Weir, to Quebec, Canada. 

I’ll always cherish with sweetest memory our happy time crossing the 
ocean. May God in His own good time give His abundant blessing to 
each one, and watch over them in all their ways “till we meet again” is 
the fervent wish of their old steward friend. 


S.S5. “CORINTHIAN. ” At sea, 12/10/05. 


SAFE TRIP GOOD SHIP “SICILIAN”—ACROSTIC. 
“He guideth them by the skilfulness of His hands” (Psa. 78. 72). 


S icittAN! My wish t’ ward thee, 
As oft as ye put out to sea, 

F air winds to waft thee on thy way 
E ach knot ye run by night or day. 


T hroughout thy journey on the deep, 
R ock’d in its cradle vast He’ ll keep 
I n safety while ye’ re crossing o’ er, 
P iloting thee from shore to shore. 


G od’s blessing rest on all who sail 
O ’er seas with thee; He shall not fail] 
O ffer by His own gracious hand _ 
D ivine help on the foreign strand. 


S ore hearts may be when friends and home 
H ave vanished far, but there shall come— 
I t may be yonder after years— 

P erfect reunion without tears. 


S ail on, then, out or homeward bound! 
I pray those whom ye take be found 

C ontented, since their trust all be 

I n Him who sailed o’er Galilee. 

L ord, grant that found at Thy review 

I s this ship’s passengers and crew, 

And that to each there may be given 
Near place by Thine own side in Heaven. 


In these lines I express my sincerest wish towards the good ship “Sicilian, ” 
passengers, and crew, who may sail the seas with her for many, many years 
to come, until when she has finished her last voyage and shall sail wild seas 
no more. Then may we live to talk of her as the ship on which we have 
learned much of His loving-kindness, until we, too, have gained yon haven 
of perfect peace, where we shall recall the marvellous way in which He, 
our Pilot, guided us over the sea of life, amongst others, what we learned 
about Him while on the good ship “Sicilian.” 


S20 OICILIAN. At sea, 27/5/07. : 
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MY GRAVE. 
“All that are in the graves shall hear His voice” (John 5. 28). 


Dear friend, you ask about my grave, 
I do not know if I may sleep 
In kindred tomb, or ‘neath the wave 
In ocean cave where pearls lie deep; 
If polished stone or glittering shell 
Shall mark that place, “I’1l wait His choice, ” 
Since Hein His own Word doth tell 
“They in the graves shall hear His voice. ” 


I know not if on land or sea 

[ll watch my latest sun go down, 
Or if lov’d friends be near to me 

When death at last my wanderings crown. 
After that solemn hour has come, 

What matters where this frame may lhe, 
Twill arise again in fadeless bloom, 

And take its flight to realms on high. 


I know not of the time or place, 

Or how that messenger shall call; 
But I must meet Him face to face 

Ere this my earthly house shall fall. 
Resigned am I, for this I know, 

Bright angels shall their vigils keep 
Over the place where Christ doth show, 

“He giveth His beloved sleep. ” 


Here mountains steep I’ ve had to climb, 
Which oft.across life’s path did stand; 
Sore pains and sorrows came in time 
While marching through this weary land. 
Should I who cross’d wild oceans wide, 
Till weary of their threatening roar, 
Dread that calm stream whose peaceful tide 
Shall bear me to yon happy shore? 


Oh, no, death brings no dread to me, 

My Saviour hath its sting withdrawn, 
And o’er the grave the victory 

I'll have, through Him, at morning dawn. 
With other blessings this I owe 

My gracious Lord, of whom I ask 
That I may in His footsteps go 

Until I finish my last task. 


“As for me, . 


5.8. 


“CORINTHIAN. ” 
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Good friend, my grave I will not dread, 
No more than if it was my bed; 
*Tis welcome as the setting sun 
That shows the day of toil is done. 
It’s there I’ ll have the sweetest sleep, 
From which I’1l wake no more to weep, 
And from its depth I’ 1l see Him come 
To take me up to yon bright home. 


The soldier sleepeth where he fell! 
Ah! who yon sailor’s grave could tell? 
The wander’r on the foreign strand 
Was laid down by a stranger’s hand. 
In life those men their choice did make 
As to the path each one should take, 
But when death came at God’s behest 
They could not choose their place of rest. 


Ah, now, if that to us were given, 

My choice would be “Green Angel Hill, ” 
There’s not on earth a fairer haven. 

It’s there I’ ll anchor safe until 
My Saviour doth my soul restore. 

Then parents dear and friends of yore 
Shall rise from that sweet haven blest 

To enter Heaven’s eternal rest. 


’Twas on yon hill, in youthful day, 
My parents told me—’ twas God’s way— 
That they should sleep with their forbears. 
And, oh, I think of mother’s tears 
When father said to me, “My son, 
Go thou thy way till day is done, 
And then you’ ll rest with us up here 
Until that morn when Christ appears. ” 


So on the hallowed Angel Hill 
I'd fain be laid if ’tis God’s will; 

And if dear friends a stone shall raise, 
Let its inscription give all praise 

To Christ, my Saviour, who did guide 
Me all through life till eventide, 

And in death’s vale made me rejoice 
Since in the grave I’d hear His voice. 


(Psa. 17. 15). 


91 


. . I shall be satisfied when I awake with Thy likeness” 


At sea, 28/10/05. 
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IN REMEMBRANCE OF OUR VOYAGE. 
“Call to remembrance the former days” (Heb. 10. 32). 


My good old shipmate, take this book, 
A little gift at which ye’ ll look, 

And think of him who gave it thee, 

And of your days upon the sea ; 

Also those incidents that were, 

Of which we both got our full share 
Since that bright morning from the Clyde 
We sailed away for yonder side 

With thirteen hundred souls aboard. 

To have them right we could afford 

But little time to sit and yarn 

If we obeyed our duty stern. 

To see the partings touched us sore, 
Surmising some would meet no more 

To shake the other by the hand 

On Scotia’s shore, their native land. 
When we had blown our parting blast, 
And mooring lines were all off-cast, 

Can you forget, good friend of mine, 
Their rendering of “For Auld Lang Syne,’ 
And how they gave in plaintive strain, 
Oh, “Will ye no come back again ?” 
Loved faces fading from the view, 

Fond hearts exchanged the last adieu ; 
While some had breathed in prayer sweet, 
Oh, “God be with them till we meet. ” 
Engine’s throb, and orders given, 
Confirmed that we speed from the haven ; 
And hastening towards Father Neptune, 
Praying for his best reception, 

Which he did give to our desire 

Until beyond the bold Kintyre. 

Sure none of us did grudge the while 

We anchored in the calm Lochfoyle ; 

But wished we all could roam at will 
Amongst the green fields of Moville, 
Where one can never find the hemlock 
Growing near the three-leaved shamrock. 
No wonder tho’ the patriot stay 

In that sweet place throughout life’s day, 
lor we ourselves would longer tarry, 
Had they not come from Londonderry, 
For whom we waited that good day 

At anchor in that bonnie bay. 


? 
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What happened on the outward trip 

You’ ll aye retain in memory’s grip; 

That spouting whale, and bold seagull, 
Thoughts of these no time can cull, 

Nor could ye cast from ’neath thy cow] 
What did befall the speckled owl. 

Out on the “banks,” hard at their calling, 
The fishers brave their lines were hauling; 
If asked who kept them from disaster, 


They’d say, “’Tis Jesus, our loved Master; 


And we, like them, could say the same, 
All honour to His holy Name. 

He holds the ocean in His hand, 

Just as He holds the mountains grand 
And sends the enveloping fog 

Which influence tell by reel and log; 
Thus teaching how we should depend 
On Him, so mighty to defend. 

He who us home in safety brings 
Doth guard yon petrels swift of wings. 
Oh! above all, recall that scene 
About the brother who had been 

One of our number when we sail’d, 
But when we landed was not hailed 
Amongst us. Oh, it made us weep 
When we committed to the deep 

That noble form of kindly face. 

We wished him better resting-place, 
And yet if laid beneath the sod 

He would not now be nearer God 
Than where he is, tho’ down so far, 
He’ ll hear no moaning of the bar. 

He’ ll slumber on where none can tread, 
Until “the sea give up its dead. ” 

Ah! brother, e’er it is too late, 

Let us remember ’tis our fate 

That we must also leave this sphere ; 
But, trusting Him, there’s naught to fear. 
In God’s house there’s no sorrow, 

No dark night, and no to-morrow ; 
Where we’re to meet again in glory, 
Rehearsing o’ er life’s finished story, 
How many times we shall recall 

This voyage, and all which did befall 
At home, at sea, likewise abroad; 
Whether we walked or sailed or rode, 
Not least of things we had enjoyed— 


, 
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These pensive moments which employed 
The admiration of our soul 

Aside the grave, but not the goal 

Of Longfellow, the poet sweet, 

Whose “Psalm of Life” oft proved a treat. 
To me they seemed like words divine, 
Those “Footprints on the Sands of Time”— 
Footprints, brother, those we’re leaving. 
Oh, may naught that be deceiving 

Hide the footsteps of the Master, 

Whether we go slower, faster, 

Than some would. He’s our Example, 
And we’ ll ever find Him ample. 


Psalm 107. 23-31. At sea, 26/4/06. 


. MY AUTOGRAPH. * 
John 19. 23, 24, 25, 26, 27. 


CoUuLD ye, my brother in the Lord, 
Know what great joy it doth afford 
Me writing down my humble name 
In this thy book, knowing the same 
Shall often be perused by thee 
When I’ ll be far away at sea. 
The book shall be another link 
To have you ’bout its author think, 
And how he told you oft to read 
Some verses from it when you plead 
With sinners, for whom I now pray. 
It may be years before that day 
When ye shall tell them from its pages 
Lines which shows the Rock of Ages 
Is the only sure Foundation 
Whereon to stand free from temptation ; 
Or if some word would make them yield 
From sin, and take Christ as their Shield. 
Then, reader, ye have done your part, 
And I, the writer, whose glad heart 
May then long years the grave attain, 
Will not have written all in vain 
If my book, in verse and story, 
Continue giving God the glory. 
To dear Brother Shaw (S.A.), with the Author’s sincere 
regards. 
Sic, SICKEIAN, Gulf of St. Lawrence, 13/5/07. 


*This was the fivst autogyaph written in my own book, “Verses from my Diary.” 
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MY WIFE—ACROSTIC. 
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“Therefore shall a man leave his father and his mother, and shall cleave 


unto his wife” (Gen. 2. 24). 


My wife, my better-half, ’twas God that give 


Y e unto me, and by His help we’1l live; 


W hile here on earth no one our lives can sunder, 


I know He’ll lead us on and none can hinder; 


F airest of all women, joy of my life, 
E ternity throughout ye’ ll be my wife. 


SABBATH DAY AT SEA. 


“T was in the spirit on the Lord’s Day” (Rev. 1. 10). 
», / OH, Sabbath, calm and bright, 


Arrayed in God’s own light, 
Our hearts to cheer while we do glide 
O’er ocean’s boundless tide. 


All days are bless’d, but thou, 
Sweet Sabbath, hast been given 
God’s sacred, which to us allow 
A foretaste here of Heaven. 


A hallowed peace it gives, 

Which soothes the troubled breast; 
’Tis felt by those who for Him lives 
And on this day doth rest. 


Who would not love to pace 

The deck alone with God 

On Sabbath? ’Tis more like a place 
Where angels might have trod. 


Our homes, where loved ones dwell, 
Come oft before our mind 
This day, tho’ far they be, ’tis well 
Our prayers are combined. 


This day I’ ll sing of Thee, 
My Guide and Pilot sure, 


Who holds the helm while o’er life’s sea 


I journey quite secure. 


Oh, blessed be Thy Name, 

Who makes Thy day complete, 

When seas are fled, twill be the same 
Lov’d Sabbath, calm and sweet 


At sea, Sabbath 


, 15/3/03. 
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TO A FRIEND ON BOARD. 


“A friend loveth at all times” (Prov. 17. 17). 


% 


f 


/ 


‘ hf 
y/ 
: i. oh 


Dear friend, I’m glad we’ ve met. 
Sure we shall not forget 

Our lovely, happy time 

When sailing o’er the brine. 

Tho’ lands beyond the sea 

Hold loved ones dear to thee, 
And I on Scotia’s shore 

Have fond ones I adore, 

Whose places we won't give 

To others while we live. 


Yet in our daily walk 

It’s given us to talk 

Of many lovely things 
Which to the memory brings 
The many friends we had 
Through life to make us glad 
Just as we have to-day. 
Since God’s voice we obey, 
Twill not be to our loss 

To keep right near the Cross, 
And think of that great love 
Which brought Him from above. 


Teaching us that we 

Should ever loving be 

T’ ward men and women all 
Then when our Lord will call 
Us o’er beyond life’s sea, 
There I shall meet with thee 
In life’s celestial centre 
Where storms ne’er can enter: 


Neither doth partings come 
To that, our glorious home, 
For we who love Him here 
Up there shall stay right near 
Our Lord’s own loving side, 
Beyond life’s fleeting tide. 


At sea, 6/7/07. 
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ON SEEING FLOWERS FROM JERICHO. 


Ephesians 2. 19. 
WITHIN thy book there are autographs, 
And many pretty photographs, 
With quota from poet and sage, 
So lovely here is everything, 
On pages I turn over bring, 
That I am loth my pen to engage, 
Well knowing it is not worthy 
The space offered ; but thy mercy 
For what it lacks I humbly crave, 
Tho’ it is not what thy book deserves, 
I'll try and master my nerves 
When holding my pen I’ 1] be brave. 
The best in your book, and neatest, 
Ah, yes, and truly the sweetest, 
*Tis my choice what me most engross, 
"Twas brought from far away bowers, 
That posy of “Jericho flowers” 
Which are placed in form of the “Cross. ’ 
Ah, friend, it brought my emotion 
As I thought of Christ’s devotion 
To suffer on the cruel tree _ 
So that by His pain and anguish 
I never would need to languish, 
Only look unto Him and be free. 
His friendship never is hollow 
While in His footsteps we follow ; 
What’ er in this world we may be, 
Thus all who trusts in Him knoweth 
How He His tender care showeth, 
But all this is well known to thee. 
Now ere I come to conclusion 
In writing down my effusion 
On this page in your charming book, 
I'd ask thee think of the writer, 
Who prays that ye may feel brighter 
Oft as at his writing you look. 


’ 


"J was sick, and ye visited me” (Matt. 25. 37). 


. PN 


j TRIBUTE TO A NURSE. 


*) /F osteR by name and occupation ; 
~/ Oh, my friend, what consolation 
/ S hall unto thee at last be given 
T o see thy patients safe in Heaven ; 
E ver with Jesus to remain 
Resting in glory, free from pain. 
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MY BROTHER—ACROSTIC. 
/ “The same is my brother” (Matt. 12. 50). 


\G y brother! I have more than one! 
(\(' , | Y a living here, but some are gone 
, /B efore, “In Heaven we’ ll meet again, 
'R emoved from changes which give pain. 
| O God! Thou givest my brothers each 
T hy secret sweet in thought and speech ; 
H ere while they live Thou shalt them teach 
E ach to follow father thither, 
R e-enact his life, my brother. 
\ 
3] MY SISTER—ACROSTIC. 
7 “The same is my sister” (Matt. 12. 50). 


My sister! I’ve been bless’d with many! 
¥ ou miss so much who have not any; 

S ome of mine have long since gone home, 
I ’1] meet them there when day is done. 

% isters of mine, to each I say, 

T he peace of God be with you aye; 

E ach of you surpass in lustre 

R ichest gem, since ye’re-my sister 


At sea, 5/11/06. 


At sea, 5/11/06. 


BIRTHDAY ACROSTIC—H.M.G.M. KING EDWARD. 


“Because the Lord hath loved His people, He hath made thee king over 
them” (2 Chron.2. 11). 
H az, ninth November! birthday of our King. 
ie illions of loyal subjects heartily wing 
}G teetings sincere from near and distant place. 
y#Mfonarch beloved, ye destined by God’s grace 
King of Great Britain and Ireland, thy sway 
Is over wide continents far away ; 
N umerous islands, isthmus vast, that¥be 
G ems of oceans, their tribute pay to thee. 
E mperor of India and, best of all, 
D efender of the faith which shall notffall, 
W ell known o’er the world for thy God-given tact, 
A h, how we all love thee in every act! 
R aising our voices in heart-felt refrain, 
De Gratia! long may ye live and reign. 
By one of H.M.G.M.’s humble, yet loyal subjects. 
S.S. “CoRINTHIAN, ” 


MONTREAL, River St. Lawrence, 9/11/06. 


THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 99 


MY NEIGHBOUR. 
“Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself” (Matt. 19. 19). 


M y neighbour, we’ re together cast, 
Y es, and long after time is past 
N eighbours we’ ll be in yonder sphere, 
y E ver recalling old times here 
#1 nthis vain world. Now what we say 
(\ UI G oes up before us, there to stay; 
| H o, then, my friend, let us take heed 
} B efore “His promises” we plead. 
O h, let me live in word and deed 
U nto Him, He’ll bless my fervour 
R ight good towards thee, my neighbour. 


At sea, 5/11/06. 


PARTING WITH A FRIEND. 
Colossians 3. 16. 


A FEW more hours then we must part, 

But let me say right from my heart 
We'll hope to meet again 

Down in this vale, if ’tis God’s will; 

But my best wish shall be thine still, 
May you His peace retain. 


Oh, may you at all times rejoice 
(| That God has given you sweet voice 
a/ With which to sing His praise ; 
»\/ Like the lark which soars up t’ ward the sky, 
“~ / Pouring sweet notes to Him on high, 
\j/ May ye your hymns upraise. 


Throughout thy life, if short or long, 

May you take pleasure in that song 
Which tells how Jesus died 

On Calvary’s tree for you and me, 

So that our souls from sin be free, 
By His own blood applied. 


Ah, yes, while ye down here remain, 
Let sweetest theme of each refrain 
Be of Christ’s love and grace! 
Until up there I meet with you 
To sing His praise in yon review, 
And see Him face to face. 
At sea, 27/6/10. 
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SACRED TO THE LOVING MEMORY 
OF 


SAMUEL BLAIR JENKINS HALDANE, 
Who departed 10th October, 1906. 
; AGED 37 YEARS. 


The above was Assistant Victualling Superintendent of the “Allan” Line, 
Mavisbank, Glasgow. 


Invaluable to his employers, highly vespected, and loved by ail. 


“Until the day break” (Song of Solomon 4. 6). 


SAFELY anchored in this calm haven, 
’ Where storms can disturb thee no more; 
We know thy bright soul is in Heaven, 
Where we’ ll meet when life’s voyage is o'er. 
Yet we’ ll often long for thy smile, 
And wish thy lov’d presence were near ; 
But Jesus comes after a while, 
Then His hand shall wipe every tear. 
Erected by his sorrowing widow, CHARLOTTE Capzow, and a few, of his old 


friends and comrades. 
At sea, 6/11/06. 


SISTER CATHERINE’S BIRTHDAY. 
“TI remember thee, the kindness of thy youth” (Jer. 2. 2). 


At Ardnahua, in Nether Lorne, 

The first of March our Kate was born; 

’Twas on a Friday, and we all 

Who seen her then often recall 

The joy which she brought in her train 

When she came with us to remain 

And prove that Catherine means pure. 

Our loving sister, we are sure, 

Is worthy the sweet name she bears. 

Oh, how we wish her many years 

Of happiness ’mongst loving friends, 

Until earth’s last birthday ends 

A life so sweet that Christ will say 

“Sister, come home with Me to stay, 

Partaker of My joy to be, 

Since ye on earth did follow Me. ” 
Many happy returns of thy birthday, dear sister Kate. May His grace 


be thine throughout life’s day is the prayer of your affectionate brother, 
Duncan. 


Sos SSICHLI ANY ; 
PrINcE’s Dock, GLASGOW. 29/2/08. 


S.S. 
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ROBERT BURNS—ACROSTIC. 


R OBERT Burns, the Scottish poet, 
O’er the world his verses show it, 

B orn in seventeen-fifty-nine, 

E ach passing year deeper entwine 

R obert’s name with what is lovely— 
T aking, lightsome, worthy, comely. 
B rothers, here’s to Rab the ranter, 
U nsurpassed in muse or banter, 

R ouse his praise by every chanter! 
Never while yon bright sun returns 
S hall there be bard like Robert Burns. 


In memory of the 148th Anniversary of the birthday of 


Robert Burns. 


“SICILIAN. ” Glasgow, 25/1/07. 


DEPARTURE OF A GODLY MOTHER. 


“Thou shalt seek me in the morning, but I shall not be” (Job 7. 21). 


Ou, sad, sad news for thee this day, 
Thy darling mother’s ta’en away; 

Now ye may never clasp her hand, 
While pilgrim in this weary land. 


Oh, why were ye not there to hear 
Her parting words to those at home? 
But, blessed be God, her voice will cheer 
Beyond life’s sea when Christ shall come. 


Thy mother dear is gone before 

To be with Christ, whom she did love; 
Ye’ ll miss her whom ye did adore 

Until ye meet her there above. 


Her counsels sweet, her tender care, 
And all her love which she did pour 

On thee, her son, her secret prayer 
Ye’ ll cherish to your dying hour. 


Her last, long sleep shall peaceful be 
Where others take the same repose ; 

Ah, think how oft she said to thee: 
“We will arise, Jesus arose!” 


Oh, yes, she’ ll rise, and so shall ye 
Who mourn her loss; thy mother dear 
Ye’ ll meet there where no sorrow be, 
Nor parting ever cause a tear. 29/7/07. 
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MY AUTOGRAPH. 
2 Corinthians 3. 3. 


Au, friend of mine, there comes a day 
When God to you and I might say, 
Come, children, let Me see that book 
In which you’ ve written ; let Me look 
At what you’ ve written on its page, 
To see if fit for youth and age; 

And if its tone shall stand the test 
When I shall search for what is best 
In every line and every word 

That’s there to glorify your Lord, 
Who died that to your name be given 
A place, in His,own Book. in Heaven. 


At sea, 11/8/05. 


TO MY COUNTRYWOMAN ABROAD. 


“Thou shalt remember all the way which the Lord thy God led thee” 


(Deut. 8. 2). 
Woutp I could write in your beautiful book 
Some gladdening words at which you might look, 
Bringing much comfort and joy unto thee, 
When the writer is sailing over the sea. 
Dear friend of mine from the Highlands afar, 
Where at this season the elements war 
’Mongst high, giddy peaks, where nothing can mar 
The doings of Him in His winter car, 
Speeding along majestically grand 
Adown the wilds of our Fatherland, 
Where yonder, alone, stands that sweet abode, 
From which we have witnessed great works of God, 
Whose praises were sung by our parents dear 
At morning and evening. Oh, how sincere 
They were in their worship and doings all. 
Oh, blessed were those scenes! How sweet to recall 
Now that we wander with oceans between 
Ourselves and that place, where happy we’ ve been, 
Surrounded with blessings sent from above, 
Instilled in our being that God was Love. 
And surely to-day on the foreign strand 
We feel that we’re kept by our Father’s hand. 
Yes, we shall praise Him whom we adore 
Till the hour we leave this for yon bright shore, 
Where up there with Jesus our friends of old 
Will give us glad welcome on harps of gold. 
In those regions sublime oft we’ l] produce 
Sweet memories of these bless’ d homes of our youth. 


10/3/09. 
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A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A GOOD NEW YEAR. 


“Thou shalt therefore keep this ordinance in His season, from year to year” 


(Exod. 13. 10). 


My friend, is there any reason 

Why I should not at this season 

Take my pen and write something here ? 

You say, None! Then it’s my pleasure 

To insert here at my leisure 

What on this page shall aye appear 

Something to make you remember 

At returning of December, 

And the end of it drawing near. 

Take my prayers for thee tarry, 

That thy Christmas may be merry, 

With a prosperous good New Year. 
15/12/08. 


PARTING. 


“Sure to meet again. ” 


How happy were we when together, 
How sorry when the parting came; 
But we could say to one another, 
He will be with you! Praise His Name! 


To my friend, John Maunder, Esq., of St. John’s, 


Newfoundland. 


S197) SICIEIAN. |. 


GLasGcow. 


28/2/10. 
TO A CAPTAIN FRIEND. 


“The shipmaster came” (Jonah 1. 6). 


A MARINER, my barque I’ ve sailed 
Far on life’s sea, time its charter, 
By none were I more heartily hailed 
Than by good Captain M ‘Arthur, 
Who hath from all such good report ; 
But I, too, must my quota give: 
He is one of the better sort, 
God bless him; long, long may he live! 


To Captain Archibald M‘Arthur, of the P.S. “Grenadier, ” 


Oban, in fond remembrance of the kind courtesy shown me each time I have 
sailed with him. With the sincerest wish of his grateful passenger and 


friend. 


S.S. “SIcILIAN. ” 
SuRREY COMMER6iAL DOCKS, 


LONDON. 16/8/10. 
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MONICA. 
“The light of the body is the eye” (Matt. 6. 22). 


Monica, Monica, listen! 
O f all the eyes I’ ve seen glisten, 
N ever were there any like thine, 
I n which are reflected so fine, 
C ourtesy, amiableness, love, 
A nd graces truly from above. 
To Miss Monica Logan, of Dublin, Ireland. 


S.S. “SIciLian.” River St. Lawrence, 21/7/10. 


A WISH. 
Ephesians 2. 19. 


My brother Scot, ye wish to send 
This book of mine to thy dear friend, 
To show her that the ocean wide 
Cannot thy thoughts of her divide. 
And what I now here write in ink 
Shall add to my dear friends a link, 
Which may prove everlasting gain 
To that dear daughter true of Spain. 


May this book within its pages 

Hold lines which her mind engages, 

As the Spanish character reveals 

What to the Highlander appeals. 

When learning of the other’s fame, 

Show they are very much the same; 

Tho’ for the prowess far they sought, 

Which cost them much but bravely wrought. 


So may these lines our sister teach 

The doctrine which their author preach, 
That God the Father, God the Son, 
And Holy Spirit—Three in One— 
Unite their power to save the soul 
Which would return to be made whole; 
Right on the moment they believe, 
They do Christ’s pardon blest receive. 


And all their sins shall be outcast 

While time and endless ages last, 

When this earth’s fleeting joys have vanished, 
When partings and sad tears are banished. 
May ye, my brother, meet me there, 

With that sweet sister, where we’ ll share 
Eternal joys at His right hand 

In yonder fair Emmanuel’s Land. 
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TO AN IDOL. 
“What have I to do any more with idols?” (Hosea 14. 8). 


WHEN I would write to an idol, 

Is there aught my pen could bridle ? 
No! While my hand ’ tis driven, 

I'd invoke the aid of Heaven 

To have me write the proper thing 
Which would to thee a true friend bring. 
Much joy while ye recall the past, 
Although afar your lot is cast 

From us, who aye in memory bear 
The happy times we all had here; 
And yet a sweeter time ther’ II be, 
When ye shall meet beyond life’s sea. 


With most sincerest regards to your “Sicilian” friends at London. 
19/8/10. 


TO OUR EXCELLENT OUTFITTER. 
“Ye clothed me” (Matt. 25. 36). 


Deak friend, if I but could compose 
Lines worthy thee who doth me clothe 
With fitting garments of the best, 
Whether they be pants, coat, or vest, 
Brass bound be they, just as required, 
They come out for to be admired 

By who them see in latest style 

Made up by thee who ne’er beguile. 
The man who yield to thy good tape, 
Can have a suit made to his shape— 
Let him be thin, thick, short, or tall, 
Ye’ ll please him, and again he’ Il call, 
As I aye do, like all the rest 

Who vouch that time hath proved the test, 
Which shall continue just the same, 
Adding to thy good name and fame. 
Were I asked to propose a toast, 

For subject I would not be lost ; 
I’dsay, “To him of whom we boast, 
Who gives good clothes at little cost ; 
And may he rest assured that we, 

Poor mariners, when far at sea, 

Speak of him kindly and sincere. ” 
Again! To him whose clothes we wear, 
After the toast three ringing cheers : 
Hip! Hip!! Hurrah!!! cry all who hears. 
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No other one deserves it more, 

May blessings on his head downpour. 
Oh, that my pen could hear reveal 
My wishes for thy future weal 

While on thy journey in the vale, 
May no ill wind thy barque assail, 
And may you have the Pilot sure 

To guide thee o’er calm waters pure. 
Then, friend, ye need not be afraid 
That He will not have thee arrayed 
In yon white robe; yes, sure as ye 
Have made this last new suit for me, 
More sure will ye in yon bright land 
Receive that garment from His hand. 


To my very dear friend, Mr. Donald MacPherson, 


Clothier and Outfitter, Govan, in fond remembrance of happy, happy days 
in the good old times. And now, may you ever be blessed under the 
guidance of the Holy Spirit from above is the sincerest prayer of your 
friend the author. 


S.S. “SICILIAN, ” 
PRINCE’s Dock, GLAsGow. 6/4/10. 


TO A BELOVED YOUNG FRIEND FROM 
CABDENAC. 


“Even . . . whose daughters are ye” (1 Peter 3. 6). 


YE belong to Cabdenac, France, 

Whose good folks meet, talk, sing, and dance; 
Gay as the River Lot which run 
Its limpid stream through Aveyron. 

The province charmed, whose natives boast 
They of God’s blessings hath the most; 

Peace and plenty at His command 
Surrounding them on every hand. 


Yet in that land where joy abound, 
Sorrowful scenes are also found 

Which do not pass with falling tears, 
Neither forgot with passing years. 

Ah, no! What smart our tender heart 
Is not effaced till we depart ; 

Still you and I shall ne’er forget 

’Twas through such sorrow we first met. 


First time I’ ve seen thee pace our deck, 
’Twas far away in quaint Quebec, 
Hastening from San Francisco west 
Toward the land you love the best. 


\ 
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Ah, your raiment of sombre black, 
To us divined your turning back 

To your father and brothers dear, 
Grieving by your loved mother’s bier. 


Grieving! Ah, yes; we mortals grieve 
When cruel death comes to bereave 
Our happy home; we are cast down, 
Forgetting just then He who own 

Our soul, body, and breath of life, 

In kindness comes to end our strife 

In this lone world’s vain fleeting show, 
Of this your mother, dear, did know. 


When summoned up to be with God, 
Who freed her from her earthly load, 
Ah, friend, think how she did rejoice 
To hear her Saviour’s loving voice 
Saying, “Come, daughter, take thy rest, 
Lay down thine head upon My breast ; 
Fear not the crossing o’er the tide, 
Since I, thy Lord, by thee abide. ” 


You wish’d then ye were by her side, 
Dear friend, she had a better Guide— 
Jesus, who had gone before, 

Came back to pilot to yon shore. 

The angel of your earthly home, 

Who safely to yon realm did come, 
Where she with Him and saints await 
To greet you at the golden gate. 


Your days are but a hand breadth span, 
But it is well, since God did plan 

Your every movement, step and look, 
Yea, hath them written in His book. 
Remember, for thy soul was paid 


The sum which ’gainst His Son was laid; 


Nailed to the Cross on Calvary 
He suffered that you might be free. 


Oh, then, thy faith be in His power 

To keep thee steadfast till that hour 
When ye shall rise on angel wing 

To be with them who yonder sing. 

Your mother, who were aye so sweet, 
With all the ransomed ye shall meet ; 
Dear friend, I know we’il meet up there, 
Where Jesus Christ His glory share. 
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MESSRS. MACARTHUR AND TAIT. 


Arter hearing Miss Hill, of Boston, Mass., speak much of the kindness 
shown her by Mr. P. Tait, Chief Steward, and Mr. M. M‘Arthur, Purser, 
S.S. “Laurentian,” from Boston, Mass., U.S.A., to Glasgow, Scotland. 


Dear friend, I hear ye speak of Tait, 
And of MacArthur, late of Yate; 

How good and kind both were to thee 
When ye were crossing o’er the sea. 

I well believe it of the two, 

Whom I have found so good and true— 
Right worthy of the name they bear. 

But, oh, dear friend, tho’ they were here 
With all the good things they could share 
When light’ ning flash dart through the air, 
And rain come pouring down, then, losh! 
You'd leave both for your Mackintosh. 


To Miss B. W. Hill, passenger from Glasgow to Montreal, Canada, 
per S.S. “Sicilian.” 


“While out upon the Sea of Life may you ever have Christ Jesus as your 
Pilot. He will guide you safely into yon peaceful haven, where I hope 
to meet you in the morning. ” 


FLORENCE PHELPS—IN ACROSTIC. 
“Do all in the Name of the Lord Jesus” (Col. 3. 17). 


F REED by His blood, be not afraid, 

L eave all with Him, who is thine aid; 
O ver life’s path He shall thee guide, 

R est on His breast what’ ere betide. 

E ach soul who on Jesus depend 

N eed not heed how comes the end, 

C hrist takes His own where they shall hail 
E vergreen shores after dark vale. 

P eople we loved so dearly here, 

H ow they’ Il rejoice when we’ ll appear 

E quipped in robes all white and bright, 
L ed onward by angels of light, 

P raising the Lord with heavenly tongue, 
S oon shall we too sing yon new song. 


My dear young friend in the Lord, I have written this, my little quota 
at your dear mother’s request. I am sure you would have enjoyed being 
here as her companion on the voyage, which has been indeed a pleasant 
one, made lovely by the presence of Him who sailed over blue Galilee. 
Always have Him as your Pilot is the prayer of your friend in Jesus. 


S.S. “SICILIAN. ” River St. Lawrence, 1/9/10. 


ae 


5.5. 
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TO A YOUNG STAGE STAR. 
“Therefore will I play before the Lord” (2 Sam. 6. 21). 


Younc friend, this world is but a stage, 
The actors we, whom God engage 

To play our parts, each to outshine 
You in your piece, and I in mine. 
Obedient to the magic wand 

Which move and sway at His command, 
The teeming millions of our race, 

Who bear His image in their face, 
And planned their lives, no farce, but fact, 
As we can see in every act 

Which we are called upon to play 
Each fleeting moment of our day, 
Whether we step behind the scene 

To take one peep at what has been, 

Or glance around from this same spot 
Where we are now, but shall be not 
So very long with leave to pause 
’Midst disapproval or applause. 

If comedy, which we knew well, 
Meant tragic ending, sad to tell 

Full occupied our time, no prize, 
*Twould be our doings dramatize 

By those who love us or owe grudge. 
But God our actions all must judge, 
For these are all before His eyes; 
Well fitting though be our disguise 
Whichever character we pose, 

The secret of them all He knows. 
Then be we leading light or star, 

Let us remember that we are 

Shortly to leave our stage, this earth, 
For realms more fair, there to rehearse 
Our doings here, all which must bring 
Sweet praise to Jesus Christ our King. 


“SICILIAN. ” 


A REMEMBRANCE. 


“Tho’ ye may roam from home afar, 
The Lord will be thy Guiding Star. ” 
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On the Ocean, 20/7/10. 


29/6/08. 
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A BIRTHDAY WISH. 
“As thy days, so shall thy strength be” (Deut. 5. 33, 35). 


My dear friend, I just have heard 
Something which makes me send ‘this card, 
On which I write my wish sincere 

This day when loving friends be near, 

To wish thee many more of these 

Sweet birthday greetings. May it please 
The Giver of those happy days 

Shower blessings over all thy ways, 

And aye to thee His favours show. 
Throughout life’s changes here below 

He changes not, in Him confide ; 

Jesus, the Saviour ever kind, 

True Comforter He’ ll be to thee, 

And “As thy days, thy strength shall be. ” 


16/7/08. 


THE LOST NOTE-BOOK. 
Luke 15. 8, 9, 10. 


Au, little book, they say ye’re lost! 
But thine own owner hath paid thy cost, 
And since ye’ re his he’ ll take good care 
To search well for thee everywhere. 

Nor shall he rest till ye’re restored, 
Since at thy loss he is deplored; 

For on thy pages, down in ink, 

There are notes—each a golden link. 


As ye are now, so once was I— 

Lost in dark sin—until my cry 

Was heard by Him who had me bought 
With His own blood; therefore me sought, 
And found me wandering far away. 

He brought me back to His sweet way, 
On which I travel every hour, 

Kept by His great love and power. 


Tue little note-book referred to was found by Mr. Ineson, who, seeing 
by the many notes written on its pages that it would be missed by its 
owner, brought it to me. It was not long before Mr. James Milne, of 
Aberdeen, Scotland, was at my cabin door demanding what he thought, 


to his grief, was lost for ever. After writing the above lines therein I 
returned it to its happy owner. 


S.S.> “SICILIAN. ” At sea, 10/4/07. 
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EVA MACDONALD. 


E vA MacDonatp! May ye look 

V ery often within this book, 

A nd to thy soul some saying rare 

M ight here be found which ye can spare 
A nother friend, or friends, who may 

C ome for advice some future day. 

D o thou, dear friend, tell them the writer 
O ften prays his lines were brighter— 
N ot but they’re given as they came, 

A nd I pen them in Jesus’ name, 

L eaving results with God till we 

D well yonder, where the ransomed be. 


River St. Lawrence, 27/8/07. 


TO A FRIEND. 
Isaiah 40. 1. 


Ou, may my book remind thee, friend, 
These happy days which we did spend 
Together on the ocean wide, - 

Since we put out from yonder side 

Where we first met. But since that hour 
We have seen much of His great power 
In all the elements that be— 

Sun, moon, and stars, and earth, and sea, 
The sighing wind, and crested wave, 
These all at His command behave. 
Should we who His own image bear 
Obey not when His voice we hear? 

Oh, yes, we'll listen to His voice 

And question not, since ’tis His choice 
That we should go at His command 

And tell the news in every land 

How Jesus died for sinners lost, 

Yes, gave His life to pay the cost 

When worlds could not redeem their soul. 
One look at Him and they were whole, 
Thus ye have found Him, so have I, 

And He will keep us till on high 

We, with all saints, our voices raise 

In that new song to His own praise. 


To E. Guss Porter, Esq., M.P., Ottawa, passenger from Montreal 
to Glasgow, with the sincere wishes of the author. 


SiO. | SICIZIAN® é 
Off Mull of Kintyre, Scotland. 8/7/07. 
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at 


TO A FRIEND. 
“Love one another” (John 15. 12). 


YE’ RE now beyond my reach, 
But not beyond my ken; 
Ye cannot hear my speech, 
But few words from my pen 
Inscribed within this book, 
Which I now send to thee, 
Will show you how I took 
Good wishes sent to me 
By one of whom I think 
Oft, oft when far away. 
*Tis sweet to know the link 
Of friendship ne’ er decay, 
Ev’n distance seems to weld 


hat stronger day by day. 
Al tind *tis thus we're held 
1 time while we obey 
The voice of God above, 
Who rules o’er land and sea, 
He bids us'walk in love 
If we'd like Jesus be. 
26/2/08. 


THE THREE GRACES. 
“Faith, Hope, and Charity” (1 Cor. 13. 13). 
CHARITY, sister of calm Faith, 
Charming sister of brightly Hope! 
Whoever has these three this saith, 
In time fierce combat I shall cope 
Since these are come directly from God, 
Who alone can garnish the soul 
Whilst in this frame out on life’s road 
Till in Heaven it finds its goal.” 
Charity opens eyes so blind, 
Yes, kept blind that they might not see 
When their hard owner should be kind 
As those round him in want would be. 
But God, through Charity, both palms 
Compelled to open, and outpour 
The treasures which were meant for alms, 
And given freely to the poor. 
Faith then stepped in and took that hand, 
Open, and held it towards Heaven, 
With assurance that on yon strand 
All godly gifts of God were given. 
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And tho’ dark clouds might hover round, 
This one thing we should ne’ er forget, 

That good things yonder doth abound, 
Whose Owner never failed us yet. 


Hope rings this clear as morning bells, 
“Hope on, brave soul, hope on, hope on!” 
Something within my heart now tells 
Tis but the whispers of God’s Son, 
Saying, “Hope is the anchor sure, 
Holding thee safely to My breast, 
Tho’ storms of time may long endure, 
Hold on to Hope and ye’ ll find rest. ” 


Charity keeps us near to God, 

Hope holds us close to Jesus Christ ; 
Faith, like the peaceful Holy Ghost, 

Show where our soul witlt-God hold tryst. 
Whom Faith, Hope, Charity adorn 

Is happy each day, night, and morn; 
But it would be, who at these scorn, 

If he never had been born. * 


At sea, 15/11/02. 


QUEEN VICTORIA—ACROSTIC. 
“T thank God. . . I havejremembrance of thee” (2 Tim. 1. 3), 


Q uITE lovingly we here this day 
U plift thy praise in sweetest lay, 
E nchanting name! ‘Tis well we may, 
E v’n tho’ we know ye’re there in bliss, 
No name like thine appeal to us. 


V ictoria, our own lov’d Queen, 

I n thee such loveliness was seen; 

C hristlike were all thy doings here, 

T o think ye’re gone oft brings the tear. 
Oh, we with Him{who now bear; sway 
R ecall the twenty-fourth’ fofyMay ; 

I know we shall bless God in Heaven, 
A Queen like thee to us were’given. 


In fond remembrance of our beloved late Queen Victoria's 
Birthday Anniversary. 
“Victoria Day, ” 


Sho ICI LIANG ¢ 
24/5/07. 


Gulf_of St. Lawrence. 
I 
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“MORE LEAVES”—IN ACROSTIC. 
“Written for the generation to come” (Psa. 102. 18). 


M ore leaves to me bring, and more books - 
O f her sweet life; oft as one looks 

R ight into these, each page, each line, 

FE vinces how she did combine 


L ove and peace with duty to be 

E mulated by us. Now we 

A ll know how lovingly she’s been— 

V ictoria, our late good Queen, 

E dward’s mother, her offspring royal— 

S cotsmen to him shall aye be loyal. 
WRITTEN after reading this lovely book, “More Leaves from the Journal 
of a Life in the Highlands, ” by Her Most Gracious Majesty (our beloved 
and now lamented) Queen Victoria, who reigned over us in uprightness 


and love. Her aim was peace. She loved her Highlanders, and we, her 
Highlanders, loved her, aaa cherish her memory. 


Sion) SICILIAN, 7 At sea, for Bermuda, 20/11/08. 


LINES IN AN AUTOGRAPH BOOK. 
John 21. 25. 


My friend, ye ask me to inscribe 
Some lines upon this page; 

I wish I could therein describe 
The thoughts my mind engage. 


Then for ten thousand hands to wield, 
Ten thousand pens to write 

Of Jesus Christ—my Sun, my Shield, 
My soul's Supreme Delight. 


But for a page to bear it all, 
Tho’ like yon sky in size 

Would be ten thousand times too small 
To hold this theme I prize. 


Yet what [ cannot there enrol 
To thee God shall impart, 

If ye but let Him make His scroll 
The table of thine heart. 


Then what He’ ll write thereon, my friend, 
Ye often shall make plain 

To others, who their ear would lend 
And hear it to their gain. 
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Can we forget the hour when told 
By others of free grace ? 

How Jesus came that in His fold 
We wanderers might find peace? 


This, sister in the Lord, I’d write, 
That ye need never fear 

The future, whether dark or bright, 
Thy Shepherd will be near. 


So we shall both perform the task 
Which shall be daily given, 

And God will grant us what we ask— 
That we’ ll both meet in Heaven. 


A TRIBUTE 


To the Honourable Sir William Bilsland, Lord Provost of Glasgow. 
¢ 
Ki 


“By humility and fear of the Lord are riches, and honour, and life” 
(Prov. 22. 4). 
SIR WILLIAM BILSLAND, we rejoice 
That our good King hath knighted thee; 
Each one of us with heart and voice 
Declare that ye right worthy be, 
For all the good and wisdom shown 
While as our Provost ye did reign 
In Glasgow city; all must own 
Ye never did your power restrain 
When needed to uphold good cause. 
Your noble actions truly won 
Approval of good men, because 
Ye did as Jesus would have done, 
And in His Name played well thy part. 
’Tis thus that ye the people please, 
And He whose follower thou art 
Shall crown thy future years with peace. 
May the companion of thy life, 
And children dear long, long enjoy 
With thee God’s blessings rich and rife, 
While He down here thy time employ. 
Then, honoured friend, no mortal tongue 
Could tell the favours which are given 
By Christ the King ’midst yon bright throng, 
When He doth call His own to Heaven. 


With Congratulations and Sincerest Prayers of the Author. 
SiSie SSICInIANE At sea, 30/11/07. 
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LOVEST THOU ME? 
“Tord, Thou knowest that I love Thee” (John 21. 16). 


My Jesus, I love Thee, this Thou knowest well; 

I know Thou lov’st me, my inmost peace doth tell, 
For when I’m troubled engaged at duty’s call, 

A calm voice whispers, “With Jesus leave it all.” 


My Jesus, I love Thee, and naught in time or place 
Would I exchange for the secret of Thy grace 

And comforting counsels, which are more to me 
Than all this world could offer if without Thee. 


Thy power and love is lavished round me to-day, 
Wind, wave, and iceberg Thy mighty hand doth sway ; 
Thy love in the sunbeam smiling on me here, 

To my soul whispers, “The Lord thy God is near. ” 


My Jesus, I love Thee out here far at sea, 

As if at home, where fond ones now worship Thee; 
And here, Lord, I find me upheld by Thy power, 
Thus I will trust Thee till through my dying hour. 


Oh, Jesus, my Saviour, how sweet to be Thine! 
Help me tell all others with this voice of mine 
How God the Father offered on Calvary’s tree 
His beloved Son so that they might be free. 


Jesus, I love Thee, help me love Thee more 
While down here sailing t’ ward the eternal shore, 
Where friends of old are waiting on yonder strand 
With Thee to give me welcome to that fair land. 


Oh, Jesus, dear Saviour, the hour is near, 

Life’s sea is almost crossed, the narrows appear ; 
And, oh, my blest Pilot, I hear Thyself say, 
“T’ll safely guide thee to realms of endless day. ” 


WRITTEN while off Belle Isle, Labrador. A lovely morning, with a nice 
south-westerly breeze blowing, enough to cause many whitecaps to rise, 
break, and bubble, while we see before us the Straits so calm and tranquil. 
Around us are many icebergs, several of which are like white mountains of 
snow, with the sun in all its brightness shining down upon all, makes the 
scene something which causes one to stop and ponder. Then surely, if not 
to the world, yet surely in his own heart the so-called Atheist would say, 
“Yes, there is a God!” Oh, that men would give Him the glory due to 
His Name! 


_ I know that several of His own people here to-day do praise Him for 
Hlis love tothem. As for myself, His goodness is more than my stammering 
tongue can tell, yet, as He calleth “Lovest thou Me?” my answer is, “Yes, 
Lord, Thou knowest that I love Thee always.” Nor would I let any 
earthly love come in between my blessed Lord and me. : 


Sis. “Srciztan.” Off Belle Isle, Labrador, 16/8/08. 
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IN REMEMBRANCE OF AUGUST FOURTH. 
“Fruit unto eternal life” (John 4. 36). 


To you, dear friend, who own my book, 
I would say, Sometimes when ye look 
At lines and verses written there 

That ye think of me in your prayer, 
Since much of this I stand in need; 

Be not forgetful then to plead 

For your old friend, the author here, 

In whose heart your place is sincere, 
Quite fervent now as in the past. 

No summer sun or wintry blast, 

Nor present things in time or space, 
Could e’er remove thee from that place 
In which, so many years ago, 

Ye were implanted; yes, I know, 

"Twas by His grace who good things send 
To me sent thee to be my friend. 


That ye’ ve been sent at His behest, 
Those years have proven well the test ; 
Your genial friendship, tried and true, 

I need not here with pen review. 

Ah! when we think of those that’s gone, 
We feel we’ re almost left alone 

On life’s rough sea, oft tossed. But, hark! 
Is He not here to steer our barque ? 

Nor could we ask a better hand 

To whom we'd give the whole command, 
And ask Him to take full control 

All time of our immortal soul 

Until we cross the bar and share 

With friends in yonder haven fair, 
Those promised joys Jesus provides 

For all who now in Him confides. 


To my very dear friend of many years, Mr. John M‘Phail, 


of Oban, Argyllshire, in fond remembrance of 4th August, 1902; also of 
many happy days in the long, long past, and pleasant times that now are 
while we are shipmates together sailing over seas which ever remind us 
of the haven yonder to which we would fain hasten, since there they await 


our coming. 
“Those whom we loved long since, but lost a while!” 


So may Jesus, our Captain, speed us homeward to where we shall ‘meet 
in the morning (John 14. 31).—Yours ever in Him. 


S Ss aOICIL LANs At sea, 4/8/10. 
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AFTER REBUKING A SCOFFER. 
“Woe is me that I sojourn in Mesech” (Psa. 120. 5). 


WE know not what a day bring forth 

If we’ ll meet people of great worth, 

Or with some who their satire fling, 
Which wounds us worse than venom sting. 


The one rebuked by me this day 
Shall think of me, so well he may; 
We are not strangers to forget, 
And what I said I'll ne’er regret. 


I ken his heart is very kind, 

But there’s some strange thing in his mind; 
A hindrance to the worship true 

Of God, with whom he’ Il have to do. 


Beloved by many for kind deeds, 

The old and young in vain ne’er pleads 
With him, who oft supply their needs, 
In his church choir a part he leads. 


Yet with the world and the gay 
He mingles freely by the way, 
With those who do not God obey, 
Enjoying what the scoffers say. 


Should I sit still and not rebuke 

Such men by neither word nor look? 
Oh, no! My God will give me power 
Stand up in His own strength that hour. 


I would not sit with grim, drawn face 
Where mirthful innocence take place ; 
Amongst the sons of Adam’s race 

Let there be joyful mirth with grace. 


Do not I with young girls and boys 

Run, romp, and roll ’midst all their noise ? 
With older folks join in their game, 

And never yet have I felt shame? 


But with the crew of little wit, 
Who cast foul hints or throw a skit 
At any doings of my God, 

Oh, keep me far from their abode! 


When he to-day the Bible took, 

Should I forget his knavish look ? 

God help me forget and forgive, 

And trust, through Christ, meet him above. 


THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 119 


THE name of the author of that incident which provoked these lines will 
not be disclosed here. The Judge of all the earth seen and heard it all, 
and “He is able also to save them to the uttermost that come unto God 


by Him, seeing He ever liveth to make intercession for them,” Why then 
should I spurn such love as His? God forbid I should. 
93.5. “SICILIAN. ” At sea, 2/2/08. 


ON RECEIVING A CHAIR FOR MY CABIN. 


DEAR friend mine, I do declare 

I am delighted with this chair 

Which you have sent tome. Now mind, 
I thank thee for being so kind 

To a poor wand’ rer like me, 

Who shall, when far out at sea, 

Think of thy kindness, and shall pray 
That you may never see the day 

Which should find thee without a home 
To which God’s choicest blessings come, 
According as ye comprehend 

That it is He who these gifts send; 
Loved friends to cheer thee with their mirth 
At evening round thy glowing hearth, 
While in the big armchair so grand, 
Your lordship sits, and in your hand 
This little book, bound up in blue, 
Which I now send, with thanks, to you, 
Who will, I trust, it much enjoy 

While its contents thy mind employ. 

To thee may it be ’s great a treat 

As I find comfort in this seat 

To which I hope oft to repair, 

And kneeling by it while at prayer 

I’ ll ask Him in yon world so fair 

To give you near Himself a chair. 


To my very dear friend, Mr. James Cairns, 


with many thanks for your kindness in sending me such a lovely chair for 
the little cabin in my floating home. Ships float, and so doth memory. 
While our ship here sails over wide seas, my memory shall often sail away 
back to be with thee. 


“May you never feel weary without there being near you 
a chair whereon to have your rest, 

And may you never find the time here dreary while you 
have with you as your Pilot Jesus Christ, the Saviour 
blest. ” 


—This is the sincerest wish of the author. 
SS OLCIE TAM ar 
Princre’s Dock, GLASGOW. 1/4/10. 
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IN REMEMBRANCE OF LITTLE CYRIL. 


“Jesus took them up in His arms. . . and blessed them” (Mark 10. 16). 


THESE lines shall recall the writer, 
Who would lure to scenes much brighter 
Than he could now describe by pen, 
Though for a while beyond our ken. 
We know that in these realms so fair 
We have friends waiting for us there 
With Christ, partakers of His joy, 
Where ye shall meet your little boy, 
Cyril, beloved, of memory dear. 

Oh, how we wish we had him here 
Again to see his lovely face; 

And yet, he’s better in yon place, 
Amongst that glorious happy band, 
Wherein ten thousand children stand 
In white array around the throne, 
Where God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the peaceful Holy Ghost 
Presides in love o’er that bright host. 
Amongst them many long to see 
Old-time friends come with them to be 
Where time’s not spoken of by years, 
Where sorrow cannot come with tears. 
No toilsome morrow there to dread 
After the sea gives up its dead, 

And mortal dust from grave and urn 
Awakes again to life return; 

And in the presence of our God, 
Through Jesus enter yon abode. 
Friends, we’ ll all meet your sweetly child, 
Cyril, with Jesus, meek and mild. 


To Mrs. W. J. Symes. 


With sincere regards and deepest sympathy of the author, who presents 
this little book, in which I trust there may be found some words which 
may help to comfort in their bereavement the loving parents of dear little 
Cyril, who passed away at sea, 9.15 p.m., Ist September, 1908. We shall 
all meet him when Jesus comes; till then, farewell.—Your friend in the 
Lord Jesus. 


S.S, “SICILIAN: ~ At sea, 2/9/08. 
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TAKING ON OUR PILOT. 
“The wise men were thy pilots” (Ezek. 27. 8). 


WE VE crossed the deep blue ocean, 
We see the land appear ; 
The harbour bells are ringing, 
The pilot’s drawing near. 
Very soon he’ ll come on board, 
His welcome voice we hear; 
Then no sunken rock or shoal 
Shall we have cause to fear. 


Of our ship he’ ll take command, 
To steer her where ’ tis deep ; 
The helm in his master hand, 
He knows which way to keep. 
Heading towards the harbour, 
Which our own eyes do see, 
Yet between us and that shore 
What treacherous dangers be. 


If we tried to go alone 
*Twould bring but bad result, 
Tho’ the lights had brightly shone, 
Good landmarks to consult. 
All through the channel yonder, 
Where those green rollers break, 
Our vessel might get stranded 
And become total wreck. 


There are danger spots unseen 
*Mongst windings by the way; 
Tho’ our steersman may be keen, 
We’ re strangers in the bay. 
Not so the One who cometh 
To take us o’er the bar; 
The sure, safe way He taketh, 
Let it be near or far. 


*Tis thus my Pilot, Jesus, 
Reveals Himself to me 
When fierce waves rise, and breezes 
Come sweeping o’er life’s sea. 
On yonder shore He standeth, 
There beckoning me to come 
To where His own aye landeth 
When going to His Home. 14/7/02. 


122 THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 


SAINT ANDREW’S DAY AND FLAG. 
“On that day . . . an ensign of the people” (Isa. 11. 10). 


WE bless our good patron saint of Scotland, 
Although he has long since fallen asleep, 
And we hail his blue-ground, white cross banner, 
Here, as of old, it doth its vigils keep, 
Standing centre in the code of signals, 
And the main white cross in the Union Jack, 
Woven from its corners athwart centre, 
God bless our country and her white cross flag. 


Glorious its records from fields of gory, 
And on seas when foemen proved inurbane 
’Gainst the grand old oaks of marvellous story, 
Valorous the hearts of the gallant men. 
Zealous were they to maintain like conquest, 
As chivalrous forbears the deeds we hail: 
Who never vaunted when foes were vanquished, 
But humbly thanked Him who helped to prevail. 


Oh, do not we, true born sons of Scotland, 
Love to see thee afloat o’ er lands and seas ? 
Yet now we wish we were in that homeland 
To see thy loved folds aloft in the breeze! 
Over Covenant fathers in graveyard and moss, 
John Knox, Pedan, Renwick, Cameron, Cargill, 
And others who fell upholding the Cross, 
That their children could go and preach at will. 


Oh, good Saint Andrew, our country’s patron, 
We'll hail thy ensign wherever it waves! 

Neath its folds there’s liberty and freedom, 
Oh, blessed be the folks whoever this craves! 

All praise to the God of Andrew, our saint, 
What He was to him, to us He’s the same, 

So we'll go in His strength on freedom bent, 
"Neath the white cross banner in Jesus’ name. 


In all climes may the peaceful apostle 
Wave its message from aloft on high poles, 

That beneath where it floats Christ’s blessed Gospel 
May be preached to the salvation of souls. 

In whatever language the preacher engross, 
Or tell the story which make man soul whole, 

Saint Andrew’s blue flag with peaceful white cross 
Leads on the true Gospel from pole to pole. 

S.S. “BuENOS AYREAN. ” 
Off St. John’s, Newfoundland. 30/11/02. 
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LINES TO A FRIEND. 
“The Lord bless thee and keep thee. ” 


H Ave thou thy will, dear friend of mine, 
A s ’tis thy wish down goes a line, 

N ot without prayer I’d use my pen. 

N ow that ye pass beyond my ken 

A way so far, I ask that God 

Himself shall send His staff and rod 


H ere to thy comfort where ye go. 
O ver life’s path He’ ll lead thee to 
W here partings never cause a tear, 
E arth’s sorrows there ye’ ll need not fear. 
20/7/07. 


TO A FRIEND. 
“None of us liveth to himself” (Rom. 14. 7). 


DEAR friend, ye ask me for a line, 
And why should I deny 

To grant thy wish? It will combine 
To hold sweet memories nigh. 


Thy birthday book is such a treat, 
So pleasant to the eye, 

That what to add therein I’m beat 
To find, tho’ hard I try. 


Ah, let me see! What shall I write 
Ere we must say good-bye? 

It’s this: “I’ve found you true; good night, 
I'l] meet you by and by. 


“Ves, after seas have fled away, 
And rivers all run dry, 
In regions fairer far than day 
Ye’ ll dwell, and so will I.” 


Written on the fly-leaf of a sweet little bivthday book. 


How delightful it is to meet and talk with those who have secured their 
inheritance in the blessed Homeland. We feel sure that our conversation 
is now in Heaven, and not mingled with the corruptible things of time. 
Our words pass on before, but their echoes remain after we ourselves are gone 
over the river. This should be borne in memory even when we are but 
neighbours for the few days of an ocean voyage. ; 


May every blessing follow and surround my young friend who woul 
have me write a line or two in her very interesting birthday book. 


At sea, 12/6/08. 
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THE LITTLE GIRLS WHOSE MOTHER 
DIED AT SEA. 


“Thou shall seek Me in the morning, but I shall not be” (Job 7. 21). 


Ou, hush little Nellie and Elsie, dear, 

Your heartrending wailing I cannot bear! 

Calling for “Mamma,” who never again 

Can turn back to soothe thee ’mid sadness and pain. 
Your wee hearts are breaking, this we can see 

In those sad tears which keep falling so free, 

And by your sighing so frequent and deep, 

We share in your sorrow and pray while you weep. 


Hush ye from weeping, mother is sleeping, 
But she shall waken once more 

To give you greeting at that sweet meeting, 
Away on that golden shore. 


We mariners launch forth o’er the wild waves 

With full trust in Him who pilots and saves, 

So we never question, “What doeth Thou?” 

Well knowing our Master—to His will we bow. 

We never can sail where He cannot view, 

Yet who could tell the sad scenes we pass through ? 

How they try us till we wish we were far 

Removed, then He whispers, “Just think whose ye are!” 


“Hush ye from weeping, ” etc. 


This voyage was tempestuous since we left 

Yon shore where our sailing dear friends had cleft ; 
But tho’ at parting they did sorely grieve, 

It was all for the best that each one did leave. 
But, ah, in midst of the tempest and storms 
There came amongst us some angelic forms; 

Tho’ we could not see them still they were there, 
To take from our number a sister so fair. 


“Hush ye from weeping, ” etc. 


We tried hard to have her longer remain 

For sake of her loved one, whose heart would fain 
Have dear companion, with her children both, 
Home safely beside him while wintry wind blows. 
Were husband, mother, and sister just here 

To shed o’er her bier the last parting tear, 

And see for themselves how peaceful her rest, 
Partaking what God gives, the sleep of the blest. 


as . 
Hush ye from weeping, ” etc. 
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But, ah, you children so sadly bereaved 

Of your sweet mother it makes us feel grieved 
Watching you hourly and hear you anon 

So woefully calling for her that is gone. 

Alas, who could help being moved to tears 
When each of you now on strange arms appears ? 
Eagerly watching and looking around, 
Bewildered that mamma nowhere can be found. 


“Hush ye from weeping, ” etc. 


Ah! but your questions so touchingly come, 

Is mamma away to prepare our home, 

Or gone to meet papa to tell him we, 

His own little girlies, are out on the sea? 

Did she not tell us when he went away 

That we could go to our papa some day? 

And if we promised that we would not cry, 
The big ship would take us to him by and by? 


“Hush ye from weeping, ” etc. 


Did I not hear mamma say in her prayer, 
“Jesus, be near us and be with him there?” 

I knew she meant papa, baby, and me; 

But, tell me, oh, tell me where mamma can be? 
Yes, I know that she’s been awfully sick, 

And that she’s resting, but could I not speak 
To her in wee whispers to let her know 

How we wish she was back? for we loved her so. 


“Hush ye from weeping, ” etc. 


When will you let me go into that place, 

So that I may have one look at her face? 

And if she’s sleeping, now quietly I’ ll keep, 
Oh, please, do let me have just one peep! 

For I’m so lonely, the day is so long, 

I wish for to hear my mamma’s sweet song, 
The same as she sang to Elsie and me 

When she used to sit with us both on her knee. 


“Hush ye from weeping, ” etc. 


She always sang to us this lovely way, 
“There is a happy land, far, far away ;” 
Then she would sing about Palace of Gold, 


And Jesus the Shepherd, the Sheep and the Fold; 
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Then she would say, “Willie Winkie hath come, 

And papa’s sweethearts must go to their room 

To sleep away quietly till morning light, ” 
Then she taught us our prayer and kissed us good night. 


“Hush ye from weeping, ” etc. 


Hath all wee girls a kind mother like ours? 

Giving them everything—sweets, dolls, and flowers ; 
But, oh, will she come back—this day, this week ? 
I weary to see her and hear her just speak. 

Wae’s us, sweet darling, your urgent request 

Can only be granted at God’s behest ; 

He took her from you, to go was her choice, 

But yonder you’ ll see her and hear her sweet voice. 


“Hush ye from weeping, ” etc. 


Oh, may I never again in this vale, 

Be where a child for her dead mother wail! 
Yet with the motherless little ones here 

I never felt Jesus and Heaven more near. 
God guide little Nellie and Elsie’s feet, 
Until they again their dead mother meet ; 
Blest Holy Spirit, give them peace alway, 
And Jesus, dear Saviour, be Thou their Stay. 


“Hush ye from weeping,” etc. 


WRITTEN in deep sympathy to the dear little sisters (Nellie, aged three 
years, and Elsie, aged eleven months), whose mother, Mrs. Annie Blackey, 
passed away at sea, 10 p.m., Wednesday, 12th January, 1910, lat. 48 11 N., 
long. 50 12 W. Never shall we forget those little children calling 
for their beloved mother after she had passed away. Surely there was no 
sorrow like unto their sorrow, although too young to be told or to under- 
stand that cruel death had just removed from them their very best friend 
next to God. Angels conveyed the precious soul upward to the realms of 
bliss, where she knew Jesus had a place prepared for her. Our vessel with 
the mortal remains sped onward for St. John’s, Newfoundland. None of 
us shall forget the weeping bairnies. The Lord ever bless them ? 


5.8. “SICILIAN, ” At sea, 13/1/10. 


MY AUTOGRAPH—IN ACROSTIC. 
“Abide in me, and I in Thee” (John 15. 4). 


L orp, Thou do’st hear Thine handmaid pray, 
D o Thou me lead in Thine own way, 
A nd at life’s close the last Pd say, 
Y es, life was like one pleasant Day. 
(Psalm 84. 10). 3/7/10. 
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THE QUEBEC BRIDGE CALAMITY. 
“The men did the work faithfully” (2 Chron. 24. 12). 


Ou, sadly are we now sailing 
T ward Quebec, near its southern shore, 
Where friends are weeping and wailing 
For the brothers who are no more. 
How they perished in that disaster 
Is being spoken of now world-wide, 
While the labourer and his master 
Lie beneath the Saint Lawrence’s tide. 


To us this is more than heartrending, 
For ’twas only the other day, 
When inward bound we were wending, 
Those men seemed so happy and gay, 
Cheerfully giving us welcome 
Once more in off the angry deep. 
Ah! we’re again sailing outward, 
And they ‘neath these waters alseep. 


When leaving home on that morning, 
How little they thought of the fate . 
Hastening their death, without warning, 

E’er the hours of the evening were late. 
Yes, whilst constructing the fabric 

Their country in future would prize, 
Soon turned the scene of a tragic, 

Which bringeth sad tears to all eyes. 


Canadians, good and guileless, 
Americans, their country’s pride, 
Indians, hardy and agile, 
French and British—all side by side 
At duty’s call there have perished ; 
The brave men, whose praise will be found 
For all time, preserved and cherished, 
With due honour and glory crowned. 


Alack-a-day! There is sorrow 

And mourning in many a home ; 
Bereavements they would not borrow, 

Unlooked for and unasked for hath come. 
As the sun withdrew its lustre 

That evening and they should adjourn, 
Then those at home in a whisper 

Heard their loved ones would not return 
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Who, then, could describe the anguish 
Of those whose hearts were left sore ? 
Who all their future must languish 
For that love which none can restore. 
The mother shall mourn for her son, 
Widows for their husbands shall weep, 
Betrothed ones deep mourning shall don, 
And sisters long vigils shall keep. 


May grace unto them be given 
Throughout their sore trial, which pain, 
To remember that in Heaven 
They shall meet their loved ones again. 
That God for the widows doth care, 
And the fatherless children feed, 
And lovingly gives them their share, 
For He knoweth best what they need. 


Ah, while we witness such scenes, 
And our prayers go with our tears, 
Let us also give of our means 
The widow and orphan to cheer, 
Remembering that some day we’ ll leave 
Some fond ones alone in this vale; 
Oh, may they from others receive, 
Asiwe now on‘others entail. 


Let us who are left make our choice, 
Whilst yet we can mercy obtain; 
When our Father, with still, small voice, 
Sends warnings we must not disdain. 
If we will not steer by His course, 
We never yon haven shall gain ; 
Or, “if He will not build the house, 
The builder shall labour in vain. ”’ 


If we would but always consult 

The Master and Architect grand, 
Then there would be better result, 

Just doing what He for us planned. 
Not asking Him, What doest Thou? 

Tho’ He stay the labouring hand; 
Let us to his mysteries bow, 

They’ ll be solved in yon better land. 
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Now, shipmates, while we here muster 
On the deck of our floating home, 
Our own good ship, we can trust her. 
Still to each of us there shall come 
A call from over life’s waters, 
As it came to those whom we mourn; 
Oh, can we answer, What matters, 
Our Pilot will have us up borne. 


Whether He comes in the evening, 
At the early dawn, or at noon, 

We, who are His, keep believing 
That He surely comes very soon. 
May we be found, as those men were, 

Right faithful performing our task ; 
"Twill be approved by our Saviour, 
His blest favour is all we ask. 


WRITTEN in kind memory of all who perished there, and in deep and 
sincere sympathy with those who now sadly mourn for the departure of 
their loved ones, numbering nearly one hundred. 

Surely none of us aboard here shall forget the cheerful workers as we 
sailed and passed them often. But, alas! for-the last time only the other 
day. 

They have, we hope, gained the happy haven quicker than they expected. 
The great and good Pilot came sooner than they thought, for they knew 
not that they were so very near to the Harbour Bar, having had such a 
pleasant voyage over the sea of life. *Twas but a sudden summoning 
sound of the breakers, then the peel of the harbour bells, and the next 
moment issued into the presence of the King amidst the song of the angels 
and the ransomed of God,-and now they are at rest. 


Oh, let us look for our Pilot, the very same Jesus will come for us. 
We see His star in the east. 


We know that He will come; let us be ready. We trust Him, and we 
know that we shall not perish. Blessed are they who are doing what He 
giveth them to do, then in truth it can be spoken of them afterwards. 


“Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord, that they may rest from 
their labour. Yea, and their work do follow them.” 


—-Passing the Quebec Bridge scene, Thursday evening, 5/9/07. 


MAKE JESUS YOUR FRIEND. 
“Tn all thy ways acknowledge Him” (Prov. 3. 6). 


EVER and anon on Jesus rest, 
Of all friends you’ ll find Him the best 
In this world; let Him hold thy hand, 
He’ ll lead you safely to yonder land. 
Then do not forget whate’er thy lot, 
He is thy best Friend, He changeth not. 
. 14/10/10. 
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A SAILOR’S TRIBUTE. 


To the late Rev. Dr. Robert Blair. 

“JT would not live alway; let me alone, .. . for now shall I sleep in 
the dust, and thou shalt seek me in the morning, but I shall not be” 
(Job 7. 16, 21). 

Gop gave our forbears to forward His cause, 

Men whose great talents were worthy applause, 
’Mongst the noblest of names theirs shall prevail, 
Like Norman MacLeod, good “‘Caraid nan Gaidheal, ” 
And though they’ re gone to a well-earned reward, 
Still they are held up by clergy and bard 

Worthy exemplars of all that was good, 

Helping on strangers and friends as they could. 


We children wondered our parents should weep 

When told that some “Greatheart” had fallen asleep ; 
Then little we thought to us there would come 

Like news which would bring such grief to our home. 
Alas! this day, over moor, strath, and glen, 

There is deep wailing ’mongst women and men; 
Throughout the Highlands and all the world o’er, 
His countrymen mourn for him who is no more. 


His dirge has been sung in cottage and hall, 
His pulpit is draped with a sombre pall; 

His flock look in vain for that kindly face, 
Which always appeared with its smile of grace. 
Widows and orphans now cry in despair, 
“We'll not again see our dear Dr. Blair; 

He who aye helped us in our time of need 
Cannot, alas! turn our cause for to plead. ” 


True son of our Highlands, a world-famed Gael, 
Our Gaelic he knew in its every detail; 

Who could forget him when heard in that tongue 
Preaching out the Gospel to old and young, ~ 
Entreating sinners make Jesus their choice, 

Or if, when in prayer, his eloquent voice 
Assured that the Saviour men’s souls so loved, 
Oh, who could listen without being moved ? 


Fervently pleaded the voice that’s now still, 

That God by His grace would bless them at will: 
Monarchs on thrones, and royalty all, 

Governments, peoples—in freedom or thrall— 
Shepherds on mountains, and ploughmen on lea, 

The soldiers afar, and the sailors at sea; 

Nations remote to the footstool were brought 

In words poured forth from a heart with love fraught. 
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Our annual gatherings, dear to each heart, 

Always were brighter when he took a part; 

How he spoke of our native wave-beat shore, 
Bringing before us happy days of yore. 

People who were gone, and scenes of the past, 
How his words made us wish all these could last; | 
His was the voice which brought laughter or tear 
He himself Highland we knew him sincere. 


The Church of Scotland shall bear on record 
His faithful service, good man of the Lord; 
We of the “Free Church” to memory append 
How oft he proved to us more than kind friend. 
Oh, how could we part with him? Only he 
Chose to go rather with Jesus to be; 

To look for his equal all would be vain, 

Here we shall not see one like him again. 


, 


Peaceful his slumber ’mongst nobles asleep, 
Invisible angels vigils shall keep 

Over that place where his many friends raise 
A cairn to his memory worthy the praise, 

Of which ’ twill be spoken when we are gone, 
As kinsmen and strangers look thereupon 
Where he is resting, oh, green be the sod, 
Faithful and valiant servant of God. 


Many friends he hath left, but there is one, 

The rest of her journey must take alone; 

With thoughts of her loved companion of years, 
And that he is gone shall bring many tears. 

Still, in her sorrow there is by her side 

A Friend, who shall prove unfailing Guide, 

Who shall give her comfort in words thus sweet, 
“Sister, thy husband up yonder you’ ll meet.” 


Here we shall meet him no more on life’s way, 

Scripture hath said “he would not live alway ;” 

Ah, how we shall miss his genial form, 

While our frail bark is being tossed on time’s storm. 

But yonders the Pilot with beckoning hand 

Guiding us forward to yon peaceful strand, 

Where Jesus, the Saviour, his joy doth share, 

How sweet when we’ ll meet all our friends up there! 
In loving remembrance of the good man of God. Who could keep from 
being sorry for such a man being away, and that we may not see him here 
again? But I know that I shall go through the same valley of the shadow, 
and at the other side I shall meet him with the many more. 


First impressions are lasting. It was truly so with me in the case of 
my first recollection of this revered man of God, as I saw him over thirty 
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ears ago when I was a lad with Angus Buchanan, Esq., farmer, Blarcrean, 
Tock Etiveside, Argyllshire. It was on a Communion Sabbath at Ard- 
chattan Parish Church, and out in the cemetery on a lovely summer's 
day. Whatacrowd of men and women there were present! The minister, 
Rev. H. MacLachlan, brought out the stranger, whose pleasant beaming 
face made us take to him at once. He looked around him as if to see any one 
there he knew. What a modest look it was! yet I could see that the eye 
was keen but kindly. I felt as if I could rise up and shake him by the hand, 
to show him how delighted I was with his presence. 

Now the Psalm is begun in Gaelic. How often I heard it before, yet 
never like this. He is no ordinary minister, this one! When he sat down 
the presenter stood up. During the singing my mind wandered. Did not 
my own dear father, about that same moment, lead perhaps the same 
Psalm and to the same tune out of the little pulpit in the dear little brown 
house, the “Free” Church on the heath-clad knoll by the foot of the steep 
brae, “Beallachan Taighdhuine,” Kilninver, Loachfoachinside, whose 
peaceful waters were bemirrored then as was the sheet before me now at 
Benderloch. Though my voice sang, my mind wandered. I thought of 
of us sitting amongst and on the tombs of those who were wont to sit as I 
here now sit. Would the day come when some other one sat upon my 
tomb and let his mind wander away in dreams of past and future? I could 
see clearly down the Falls of Lora, which added to my meditations, of 
which matter there was plenty, but above all these the tone of the strange 
minister’s voice, so rich and mellow, fairly mastered me. The tune was 
sung, the presenter sat down. The stranger stood up, gave out the chapter, 
which he read in the same lovely tone of voice, then the prayer, and what 
a prayer! Had not I since childhood listened to the fervent prayers of my 
beloved father, who was noted for his ardency when in communion with 
his Father above, as was our own dear minister, Rev. Donald MacGillivray, 
and his far-famed elder, Hugh M‘Culloch, of Ardnuhua, with the rest, who 
were many; but never did I hear an outpouring of eloquence in prayer such 
as this. But what took me most of all was the sermon. Ido not remember 
the text, but never shall I forget one of the remarks in the loveliest of 
Gaelic: “It is not when the sea is calm and tranquil, the sky clear azure, 
and the elements are at rest . . . that the mariner proves himself the good 
sailor....” The language which was used to express this sentence I 
never heard finer; and how often since have I when far away from the 
tranquil Loch Etive of that day been reminded of the noble preacher’s 
lovely remark, and the surrounding scenes of that happy, holy Sabbath day. 
How I wished he would go on for hours! How disappointed I felt when the 
last Amen was given, and how JI, as I then thought I would hear him no 
more, watched him until he passed in through the doorway of the old kirk! 

But oh, in this the year 1907, where are all yon lovely people, who sat, 
listened, walked, and talked with me that day? How sweetly the group 
they formed. In my memory they are before me as then. Shall I ever 
forget them, and that lovely day? Never, till I get home yonder, then 
we shall often recall it. 

Dr. Blair I often heard since then at St. Columba, Hope Street, Glasgow. 
At good old Crown Court Church, London, 7th April, 1895, he preached 
from Job 19. 25: “I know that my Redeemer liveth” (Gaelic). Oh! how 
grand he was, just as if looking at his Redeemer face to face, Rev. 
Alexander MacRae, the minister of Crown Court, introduced us. I 
thought, what lovely men both of them are, genial and loving hearted, 
truly servants like their Master—meek, lowly, and loving. Dr. Blair and 
I spoke in Gaelic, and I reminded him of his delightful remark long ago. 
He was delighted I should remember it. I also reminded him of his 
presenting my paternal Aunt Jane, Mrs. William Harris, Bushyhill, 
Cambuslang, with a Gaelic Bible, out of which he often read to her, and 
of many other kindnesses shown to her and others. 
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I again heard him in his own pulpit at St. John’s Parish, Edinburgh, 
7th April, 1901, preaching from Acts 10. 40, 41: “Him God raised up 
the third day.” After one of the loveliest of sermons he walked down 
to me and took me by the hand, recalling our meeting in London exactly 
fourteen years ago. He walked with me out to the door, genial as ever, 
talking in Gaelic till almost the whole congregation was dispersed. 

Last time I saw and heard him was on the 16th September, 1906, at 
7 p.m., in the new St. Columba Church, St. Vincent Street, Glasgow. 
He preached in English, and oh, in his grandest, from Luke 9. 49 and 50: 
“Unity and Friendship.” The fine large building was crowded. How 
it must have cheered his heart to see so many old friends! When Dr. 
John M‘Lean, the minister, left him he ascended, entered the pulpit, bowed 
his head in silent prayer, then looked around him as usual, just as he did 
when he entered the little “tent” at Ardchattan. I thought he looked 
well and pleasant as ever. How much I would have liked a shake of his 
friendly hand, but there would be so many there of the same wish that I 
did not go. I certainly would have gone had I known that I would not have 
had another opportunity till we meet on the mountains of Myrrh beyond 
the bound of time. Away over yonder we shall meet again; yes, when the 
storms are over and all is perfect peace, then I shall take him by the hand 
and remind him of his lovely remark of long ago. 

I say, sleep on great heart, there are but few like thee. 

Oh, how many there are around thee now in Heaven thanking thee for 
thy generosity in their hour of need! Only for thee thus dealing with them 
in the kindly spirit, as the Master would have done, they themselves tell 
thee they would not this day be as they are, ransomed souls in glory with 
thee and with Jesus the King. 

Gus an tachair sinn a rithist air a Gaidheal gasda agus an Criosduidh 
mor. ; 

5.5) SICIEIANS At sea, 25/12/07. 
Bound for St. John’s, N.F., Halifax, N.S., 
and Philadelphia, U.S.A. 


A BIRTHDAY WISH—MY SISTER JESSIE. 
: Luke 10. 39. 


DEAR sister Jessie, far over the sea 

On this thy birthday I do think of thee, 
And wish ye were near that I might express 
The old wonted wish with kiss and caress. 
But it is so far that I cannot come, 

Yet these few lines shall speed over the foam 
To show that I’ ve asked our Father above 
Shower down on thy path His tokens of love, 
Tojkeep thee happy for many a year, 

Doing His will, then at last ye shall hear 
Jesus, thy Saviour, calling so sweet: 
“Daughter, come up where the ransomed do meet, 
Since ye have chosen to sit at My feet. 


To dear sister Jessie, with love and best wishes from 
her Brother. 


S.S. “SICILIAN, ” 
MONTREAL, CANADA. 14/10/07. 
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“YOUR FATHER KNOWETH.” 
Luke 12. 30. 


SIsTER, I thank thee for thy card 
With the text, “Thy Father knoweth. ” 


Oh, blessed words to us, who heard 


How our Father aye bestoweth 
Upon His sons and daughters here 
His own secret, which them showeth 
That He is with them in their sphere, 
Tho’ at times deep shadows groweth 
So dark that gloom is cast around. 
It is then His children goeth 
Right to their Refuge, where is found 
Shelter from rough storms that bloweth, 
And all who come to Him find rest, 
Tho’ trouble, like wild waves, foameth, 
Nothing can touch those who are blest, 
And trusts that what their Father doeth 
Is done for the best, and in love. 
Thus, sister, thy cup o’erfloweth, 
Ye hear Christ saying from above, 
“Be still,” for “Thy Father knoweth. ” 


SORROWFUL! 
2 Corinthians 2. 7. 
WILL Jesus come for me to-day, 
Or will He come to-morrow ? 


I know not, but He’ll not delay, 
For well He knows my sorrow. 


He knows it well, He knows the whole; 
Ah! yes, He knows what grieves us; 


26/6/08. 


The cause for tears which wring the soul 


Is all well known to Jesus. 


Aye unlooked for and unasked, 
It comes to every mortal; 

But sorrow cannot be unmasked 
Within the pearly portal. 


“He knows it well,” etc. 


As furnace remove alloy 

Which would mar gold’s bright lustre, 
Deep sorrows cometh to destroy 

Sins which annoy and cluster. 


“He knows it well,” etc. 


Tuts day news came which made me feel sad at heart. 


murmur? Doth not my Lord count all my steps? Yea! 
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I am not grieved because it came 
This hour, so unexpected, 

If it bring glory to His name, 
Then I'll not feel dejected. 


“He knows it well,” etc. 


Ah, well, I know He’ll give me power 
To overcome what’s grieving 

My inmost heart, made sore this hour, 
Will ever keep believing. 


“He knows it well, ” etc. 


We all down here our cross must bear, 
With mourning our adorning ; 

But we’ ll receive without a tear 
Our crown from Him that morning. 


“He knows it well,” etc. 


Then, oh, my soul, cheer up, be strong, 


*Twill soon to thee be given— 
A golden harp, a joyful song 
To sing Christ’s praise in Heaven. 


“He knows it well,” etc. 
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But why should I 


I know that 


He ordereth all things aright, so I’ll go on my way before Him until the 
hour He comes to wipe our tears away. 


DiS: 


“SICILIAN, ” 
MONTREAL. 


“How long shall thy journey be?” (Neh. 2. 6). 


TO A SOJOURNER. 


J OURNEYER! Whither goest thou? 
A h, let me ask thee, Why and how 
*M ongst strangers dwell? whilst in thy home 
E ach loved one say, “Oh, if he’d come, 


S weet it would be!” 


“W here God will have me there I'll stay ; 


I 


n His own service it is best 


L eave home, and go at His behest, 
S howing poor sinners there is rest 
O ffered, and none shall be denied, 


N ot while they trust in Christ who died. ” 


13/6/10. 


“Ah, yes,” you say, 


20/7/07. 
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SORROWING FOR A MOTHER. 
“Blessed are they that mourn” (Matt. 5. 4). 


Your mother is gone to glory, 
Her God just called her away ; 
She hath finished her life’s story, 
And now, where eternal day 
Hath never clouded sorrow, 
But even sunshine so blest, 
Where they never dread to-morrow, 
*Tis there her sweet soul now rest. 


Ah, she left you, yes, she left you! 
You tried hard to keep her here ; 

Long days, dark nights, ye nursed her, 
Watching through many a tear. 

Oh, how could you part with mother, 
Did not all you love her so? 

Ah, yes, each sister and brother 
Felt they could not let her go! 


Ye stood by the sufferer meek, 
Whose love you had all times won; 
Ye thought, tho’ ye could not then speak, 
Of all good deeds she had done. 
From your early days of childhood 
Her hands did tend you with care, 
Brightened your life. with wise counsels, 
And taught you to trust in prayer. 


Ah, now, the change in your homestead, 
Since dear mother is not there 

With her winsome form so graceful ; 
There is the old vacant chair 

From which she were wont, at twilight, 
Some story to thee relate, 

Or often, with sweet face skyward, 
In silence would meditate. 


But now she is safe yonder, 
With the loved ones gone before ; 

On her sweet, bright love we’ ll ponder 
Till we meet on that far shore, 

When time’s last darkest night shall end, 
And the golden morning break, 

When Jesus down for us descend 
In His likeness we’ l] awake. 


At sea 


, 23/2/02. 
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“GIPSY SMITH.” 
“A servant of Jesus Christ” (Rom. 1. 1). 


*Twas but a gipsy boy, born in a tent; 
Ah! but his Master was born in a stall, 
‘Mongst the dumb creatures His first hours were spent. 
When men of Bethlehem denied Him a hall, 
Joseph and Mary were left in sore plight 
When they would give them no room in the inn; 
Oh, marvellous sight for angels that night— 
Room been denied to the Saviour from sin. 


Born ina tent! Yet proud was thy mother 
That selfsame evening that ye to her came; 
She would not that place exchange for another. 
Why should she? Did she not hear them exclaim 
Merrily round that portable dwelling ; 
The happy news which went swelling anon, 
As gipsy to gipsy kept on telling, 
“Cornelius’ Mary has a young son?” 


Happy mother, bright thoughts she did cherish ; 
Something revealed that her wee gipsy boy 
Some day would have the world as his parish 
To tell the “Old Story” without alloy. 
But she knew that soon she would need depart, 
Her Father called her to the promised land; 
Ah! leaving her boy was the hardest part, 
But she asked God to take Him by the hand. 


That little waggon ’midst the encampment 
Recalled to bright angels the times of old 
When Patriarchs Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob 
In their tents wrestled with God, and told 
The Father of Love what troubled them most. 
Ah! thus did the dying mother wax bold 

In her request her son’s soul be not lost, 
That Jesus would in His arms him enfold. 


Welcome! Welcome from the tent, bless’d gipsy ! 
The story of thy life we wish to know; 
Its good our hearts to soften, our blessings 
We count, and makes us think how much we owe. 
Tell it to the nations as an oblation 
Till they to the Saviour all will come; 
Here when you end telling of salvation, 
God will send His chariot to take thee Home. 


THESE were my thoughts after reading this blessed book, written by 
brother “Gipsy Smith.” God ever bless him, and may it please Him to 
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keep our dear brother with us for many long years to come. Would that 
each birthplace were a gipsy tent, if such sons were born therein. Humility 
of birth, blessed condition. : 
The writer of this was born in the humble little thatched, lime white- 
washed walled cottage at the end of the dear old bridge, Clachan Seil, 
Kilninver Parish, near Oban, Argyllshire, Scotland, on Saturday evening, 
24th September, 1859, and within the hallowed walls of the same cottage 
home by grace my soul was born again through the “whosoever ” of 
John 3. 16, made clear to me by the telling of my own dear father, John 
M‘Intosh, on a Sabbath day in July, 1881, for which I give to God the 
glory ever. Amen. 
S.S. “Buznos AYREAN.” ; At sea, 20/6/02. 


GRATITUDE AND ANTICIPATION. 
“T muse on the works of Thy hands” (Psa. 143. 5). 
Tuovu charming friend and woman of many parts, 
Few be like thee excelling in the arts; 
Grateful am I that ye have sent to me 
This lovely picture from scenes on the “Spree. ’ 
*Tis the admiration of all who look 
At what ye have placed in my autograph book: 
A painting, than which there’s none more fine 
In the Burlington House hung on the line, 
Where, if it was hung, sure we are this day 
The artist to her name would have R.A. 
But since ye choose to place it on this page, 
I hope that ye live to a good old age 
Enjoying honours that shall be given 
To thee on earth, then a crown in Heaven. 


a 


Now, since you know of my bold behaviour, 

I would ask of thee another favour: 

To send me more paintings. Now, let me see, 

In this order I’ 1] have them—one, two, three. 
First, ’tis a scene that is solemn indeed, 

But for to have it I earnestly plead; 

This picture that I so wish to obtain 

Is where Reverend Robert Murray MacCheyne 
Rests in sound slumber, awaiting the call 

From Him whom he loved—his “All in All.” 

I pray that the Lord bless the hand which points 
The grave of this one of Scotia’s saints; 

Tho’ these outnumber the hairs on my head, 

Yea, over our native land they are spread, 
Moss covered mounds, earth’s last peaceful abode, 
To those noble men, the favoured of God. 

How they in their Christ’s Cross did glory 

Is the grandest page of our country’s story, 

Peace to their ashes wherever they lie; 

But to thy palette thy brushes apply 
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Till on thy canvas a likeness is found 

Of that grave in Saint Peter’s burying ground, 

Just down by the pathway to the south-west 

Of that Church in which he preached with good zest 
To his flock and others, who crowded to be 
Amongst them to hear “MacCheyne of Dundee. ” 
Ah! sore did they miss both sermon and song 

Of him who was taken away so young; 

Now, in true colours, his tomb with his name 

I do long to place in a golden frame. 


Now, second in order thy time to while, 

Ye’ ll find to the west of our dear Argyll, 

*Mongst the mountains and hills purpled with heath, 
Where through the wide glens fleet deer rove at ease, 
And on yon lofty cliff bold eagles form 

Their eyrie on high, defiant of storm. 

Ye hear the croak of carrion raven, 

Where lightning shock hath deeply engraven 

Its power, mingled with violent gust, 

Pouring destruction on moorland of mist. 

All down the corrie great trees are riven, 

Swept by high floods in torrents are driven 
Onward and outward, till lost on the main, 
Disturbed by the tumult, could not restrain 

Its boisterous billows’ fierce threatening roar, 
Where seagull and solan far from the shore 

Sport tho’ the spendrift by tempest is borne, 
And the gallant ship’s sails are tattered and torn. 
Alas, to-morrow-the newly-made mound 

Will show what haven the mariner found 

On the surf beat coast of that land afar, 

Oh, soundly he’ll sleep tho’ elements war ! 


You must see it, also, when God command 
His peace in that part, ’tis like fairyland, 
So nobly Scarba stands clear to the view, 

Its peak towering towards the azure blue 

Of the cloudless sky, where yon orb of light 
Roll on in full glory, its beams so bright 
Smiling down on hillside, valley, and plain, 
Till from yon forest there comes the refrain 
Of goldfinch, linnet, and others; but hark 
To the thrill, sweet notes of the soaring lark! 
While swallows, returned from far southern clime, 
Tell by their twitter that our Jand’s sublime. 
Grand ocean becalmed into tranquil rest, 
Heaven-like stillness repose on its breast ; 
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Often when I think of all that’s to come, 
And I try to picture my eternal home, 

I find me in Clachan Seil, Nether Lorne, 
Surrounding the cottage where I was born. 


Ah, friend, it is this, the sweet home of my youth, 
I would ask you, please, in “oil” reproduce, 
Excusing me here if I humbly ask 

That ye have patience fulfilling the task. 

Make sure ye leave out not one of the group, 
Tho’ these in great numbers before you troop; 
The best way to have them under control, 

By fixing your easel on that green knoll, 

Which is over the way toward the bridge, 

From there ye command the whole of that ridge 
That firstly ye take into your outline, 

Then success shall crown all labours of thine. 
Part of Clachan Sound comes into the view, 

The well do not miss, for I tell you true 

*Twas from it my mother dear used to bring 
Those refreshing cool draughts which there did spring. 
Take in the boulder at side of the burn, 

Round which we gathered at evening’s return; 
Imitating father offering prayer, 

Sweet were the frolics we bairnies had there, 
Little we thought of sorrows beyond 

Our playground, of which we all were so fond. 
Now do have the cottage brought into its place, 
Although it’s but small none other could grace 
So well that spot where an altar was raised, 
From it God was worshipped, honoured, and praised. 
Oh, that we could have them same as they were! 
Yon old fashioned dresser standing right there, 
And cupboard holding things which were a treat, 
And the old table so cleanly and neat. 

But, oh, let me stop! What needs I recall 
What cannot be shown and given to all? 

Tho’ down in my heart in deepest ingrain, 
Outside that hallowed cot let us remain. 


Up with the walls that were whitened like snow, 

Nor will you forget both windows to show; 

Show the roof that’s proof against winter’s frown, 
‘Tis the well-placed thatch by heath rope held down. 
Leave not one feature of many that be 

race to that cottage alone by the sea; 

The garden, ah, yes, some time will engage, 

Begin at first with its willow hedge, 
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Then in their order their various trees; 

Next in rotation the trim hives for bees 
Skilfully handled by him that’s away. 

Please set each skep as it stood in his day 

When we all were wont to see him so keen, 
Earnestly listening for song of the queen, 
Quickly heeding the same royal alarm, 

From her ’ twas sure warning they should soon swarm, 
Then on to whichever place they would land 
They were soon secured by his expert hand, 
Beneath the “caileach” he would then enthrone, 
From which busy workers soon banished each drone. 
Take now the bushes—sweet brier and rose, 
Fuchsia, southerwood, tansy—which grows 
Amongst lovely plants bearing fragrant flowers, 
The gaudy, gay head of the poppy towers. 

Little wren, wagtail, and robin redbreast, 
Blackbird and pet dove, put down with the rest ; 
Oh, let me entreat thee, all that appear 

Right there before thee to me they are dear! 
Then do not leave one, but take on the whole 
On thy picture which shall delight my soul. 


Now third in order—the last, but not least, 

Let it be one on which all eyes can feast, 
Whether on week-days or Sabbath are seen 

These representations of what had been 

Acted by Jesus, our Saviour dear, 

When in the flesh He dwelt with us down here, 
Proving to all He was no sinecure. 

Its what you shall show, tho’ in miniature, 

On to well-stretched canvas, placed in a frame 
Which must have embossed and carved on the same 
Those figures to which our memory oft turns, 
Dark Calvary’s Cross and the Crown of Thorns. 

If I had the means its borders I’d hem 

And stud with those jewels of purest gem ; 

But Jesus knows well best wish of my heart 

Is always t’'ward Him. But, friend, to thine art! 
And mind this here, that studio of thine 

You’ ll have to place over all Palestine ; 

But thy labours in this you’ 1] not deplore, 

Since passing through scenes where He passed before 
With His disciples, and often alone, 

Oh, who would delay to show how ’twas done? 
Now on top corners, from thy left to right, 

Mark out those portions on which shall alight 
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By thine artistic hand, in goodly array, 
What shall last to be seen, long past thy day, 
In colours well blended, thy canvas thwart, 
Scenes from fair Canaan, put in squares apart, 
Each mutely witness, “Like apples of gold, 
In pictures of silver, ” just as it’s told 

Of “the Word fitly spoken, ” so shall ye 

Bear record to all thy paintings see. 

Showing Him at Sychar, by Jacob’s Well, 
Where He to the woman of things did tell 
Which she committed, and thought they were hid. 
But He told her all that ever she did, 

A reminder to us He knoweth all, 

And in our weakness we on Him should call. 


Show Him again where that wonder He wrought 
After their net was let down for a draught, 

And caught so many, to help Him explain 

From henceforth they would be fishers of men, 
Thus teaching nothing down here should us keep 
When He commands, “Launch out into the deep. ” 
Since He knows best where our service’s required, 
Brothers we’ ll go with the news desired ; 

Oh, take the Old Book and from it depict 

Such incidents as would sinners convict. 

Many are the scenes from which ye can take 
Such models serene; produce for His sake, 

All to show sinners that wondrous love 

Of God by sending His Son from above. 

That from the rude manger where was His birth, 
To Golgotha, where the soldiers, with mirth, 
Cast lots for His garments, while on the tree 

He meekly suffered for you and for me. 

My friend, when you get all this on one sheet, 
Methinks that your orders shall be complete; 
Then I’ 1] have it placed, as I said before, 
Where friends shall see it, and surely adore 

Our blessed Saviour for what He hath done. 
And you, too, dear friend, all favour hath won 
By these productions, the works of thy hand 

Is greatly admired all over the land. 


Written to Miss Bessie Taylor Hutchinson, 17 Victoria 
Street, Arbroath, Scotland. 


WITH very many thanks for your lovely picture, that sweet little scene 
on the “Spree,” from the land of Martin Luther, the great reformer of 
blessed memory. 

All over Christendom his name, and that. of John Knox, shine over 
all other names as stars of the first magnitude. The orders I have given 
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you herewith you will execute when you become an heiress of millions, 
and your castle situated on the loveliest part of the far-famed cliffs of 
Arbroath, and I become heir to a mansion worthy such paintings as they. 

You will be thinking I have forgotten you, but it is not so, as this will 
show. We had a very busy season, sailing between London, England, 
Havre, France, and Quebec and Montreal, Canada, and now here we are 
in Portland, Maine, U.S.A., the land of Stars and Stripes, en route for 
Grassy Bay, Bermuda Islands, from which we sail—God granting it—for 
Liverpool, and from there to Glasgow, in our own beloved and bonnie 
Scotland.. I trust this will find you well, enjoying all blessings. May 
you long be spared to cheer the hearts of the folks whose house walls are 
graced by your charming works. “A woman that feareth the Lord, she 
shall be praised; give her of the fruit of her hands, and let her own works 
praise her in the gates.” 

I think this suits you well. May God ever bless and keep you till 
we meet again, either here on earth (we hope), or yonder in Heaven, where 
we are sure to meet since we are following on in the footsteps of Jesus, He 
who hath gone on before to prepare a place for thee and me.—Yours ever 
in Him. 


S)S. “SICILIAN. ” 
Harbour of Portland, Main, U.S.A. 1/12/08. 


A METHODIST LOVE FEAST. 
“T must by all means keep this feast” (Acts 18. 21). 


WHEN sojourning amongst strangers, 
It matters not how far from-home, 
There is One who befriendeth me 
Wherever in this world I roam; 
O’er stormy seas He guideth me 
To calm havens without commotion, 
Where kind welcomes awaiting be, 
Tho’ my home is over the ocean. 


Blessed be all good friends of sailors! 
Oh, so little they ken how much 
The wanderer hail their kind smile, 
How their welcome his heart do touch, 
Reminding him of his loved ones, 
Perhaps then praying for his sake, 
Invoking to his aid the Friend 
Who stilled the waves of Galilee Lake. 


I praise Him that He did me guide 
Into this sweet haven of rest, 
Old “St. George” of the Methodists, 
Consecrated she is and blest ; 
Thrice blessed her congregation, 
Loved pastor, and officers there, 
How kindly their invitation : 
“Brother, come, and our love-feast share!” 
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And, oh, I’ve been to their love feast, 
Where I met good people of God, 
Partook of the “bread and water, ”’ 
Then we mingled with sweet accord 
Listening to brothers and sisters 
Each giving a testimony grand, 
How Jesus saves from disaster, 
And keeps all by His loving hand. 


Oh, sweet ’ twill be when we gather 
Up there in Emmanuel Land 
With the Saviour and the Father, 
And the loved on yon golden strand ; 
They who the sailors befriended, 
So genial and heartily here, 
Where feast, where joy, is not ended, 
Where God wipes away every tear. 


May God the Methodists enrich, 
Especially good old “St. George ;” 
Right here for ages men did preach, 
And faithful did their task discharge. 
God bless her congregation all, 
And Thine own servant, “Pastor Hughes, ” 
When to His love feast Christ us call, 
Then their sweet company I’ ll choose. 


AFTER visiting Old St. George’s Methodist Church, and had a very excellent 
meeting with good kind Christian people, who invited me to their love 
feast, I went to their feast and spent one of the most interesting evenings 
with pastor, people, and friends beloved. God bless them! — 


$.S. “BuENos AYREAN. ” 
CALLOWHILL WHARF, PHILADELPHIA. 19/11/02. 


MONTREAL. 


TO A LOVER OF SCOTLAND. 
“Place me there and set me free. ” 


Let others dwell with Greek or Spartan, 
I’d be with them who don the tartan; 
And, oh, if we were now together, 
Roaming ’mongst the Highland heather, 
Light as down of full-blown thistle 
Would be our hearts, we'd sing and whistle, 
Neath sheltering pine we'd sit and dine; 
Ye ask, “What fare?” Good friend of mine, 
Be that porridge, haggis, or hodge podge, 
We would not care if all were Scotch. 

8/9/10. 
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TO ONE FRIEND WRITING TO ANOTHER. 
“How long shall Thy journey be, and when wilt Thou return ?” (Neh. 11. 6). 


VIEWING from deck at Havre, France, 
How lovely eloses this bright day, 

Yet all seems as if in a trance 
Since one loved friend hath gone away. 


Ah, yes! So much more than the rest 
We miss her, and wish she were back 
To watch the sun set in the west, 
Then gaze at stars high in their track. 


Or mingling with the people here 
Of many nations here and far, 

We lingered longer when ’ twas near 
The index with yon little scar. 


Ye say ye’re writing to my friend; 
Please tell her how I said to thee 
That I remember till the end 
That mark which aye appealed to me 


Perhaps we may not meet again 
Until all earthly scars are gone, 
Then partings shall give us no pain, 
And bearing marks there’ I] be but one. 


In presence of that loving One, 

Of this same voyage we'll surely talk; 
How often we three met alone 

In converse sweet though brief our walk. 


Friend, here to-night both of us stand 
Where she away and we oft met ; 

Tell her, in writing, when you land, 
Those were sweet times we’ ll ne’er forget. 


HAVRE, FRANCE. 20/35/09. 


A WISH. 
“Thou shalt call thy walls salvation” (Isa. 60. 18). 


W HERE’ ER ye be, Christ lke a wall 
A round thee stand, thine All in All; 
L isten to thee when ye do call, 


L ord, hold Thou me, then I’1l not fall. 
29/6/07. 
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TO THE AUTHOR OF THE “PEEP OF DAY.” 
“Have I not written to thee excellent things? (Prov. 22. 20). 


FAVELL BEVAN, thy “Peep of Day” 
Hath often cheered me on my way ; 
Since yonder to my Highland home 

Thy lovely book at first did come 
Brightening long winter nights while we 
Quoted its words at mother’s knee. 
When we, her children, came to kneel, 
She stopped trundling her spinning wheel 
And joined in a far harder task, 
Answering the questions we did ask ; 
Not one by one, but the whole group 
Which round her loving knees did troop. 
So eager were we all to know 

Each word. Oh, but they touched us so! 
Even father would oft-times pause 

In his hard work when certain clause 
He would expound, or chide our slips, 
All so sweet from his sainted lips. 

Ah! could I just once more look 

At them all round that charming book ; 
Oh, what a spell it o’er us cast! 

Now thy last “Peep of Day” is past. 


The shadows flown and ye’ re at rest, 
Shadows are not seen by the blest, 
But an eternal morning fair. 

Favell Bevan is surely there 

With old-time friends of happy years, 
And sure am I she often hears 
Mention made of the “Peep of Day.” 
Whilst boys and girls and people say 
To her, “On earth ye did us cheer, 
And glad we are to meet you here 
With God, of whom ye did us tell 

In thy sweet book we loved so well; 
And there’s the Patriarchs of old, 

And Prophets, as you had us told, 
Apostles, martyrs, not now prone, 
But walking, talking, round the Throne; 
Here is Jesus reigning, our King, 

Just as you said, of Him they sang. ” 
Sweet writer, when life’s voyage is o’er, 
I’ ll meet thee there and tell thee more 
Of what thy “Peep of Day” had done 
To show me how the crown was won. 
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THESE were my thoughts on reading the book, “Life Story of Mrs. 
Mortimer, ” by Favell Bevan, the author of “The Peep of Day.” A book 
of books “The Peep of Day” seemed to me when a boy. I shall never 
forget how it influenced me in its texts and lines throughout its every page. 

I know that when I meet her in gloryland I will surely remind her of 
it all, and then listen to many more calling out in its worthy praise when 
we are walking amongst the people of whom she wrote in her book. God 
bless such as her, writing to the glory of God. 


S.S. “BugNos ARYEAN. ” 
28/4/02. 


INFANTS TRANSLATED. 
“Suffer little children to come unto Me” (Luke 18. 11). 


THEY need not tell me infants die 

When they pass beyond our keep ; 
Sooner would I, and sailor am I, 

Believe tides can’t turn after neap, 
That ocean waves would not roll high 

When fierce winds did over them sweep. | 
Would they tell me yon bulb so dry 

Could no more through the dark soil peep 
In springtime, and would not adorn 

The same mound they over it heap ? 


And say ye that child just new born, 
O’er whose precious remains we weep, 
Although from our bosom ’twas torn 
And laid down in cold grave so deep, 
Shall not rise again on that morn ? 
Ah, yes, with a bound and a leap, 
When the good Shepherd’s voice ’ twill hear 
Calling home His lambs and His sheep, 
’ Twill quick in Christ’s likeness appear 
In that new life, Death cannot steep! 


So, my friend, I would be sincere, 

Well knowing you’ ll not say I cheep 
When you see a sweet little dear 

O’er whose form death cruelly creep, 
If ye can’t from weeping forbear, 

And the heart count weeping not cheap, 
Be ready to say, without fear, 

*Twas God's angels who came to reap 
That soul; there’s naught lost but our tear, 
Since He said, “Not dead, but asleep!” 
TrUuLy a fitting vase for holding such a sweet flower, whose time-unspotted 


soul has gone up to be with God until that day when Jesus comes and we 
shall have our little friend restored, as will the bereaved parents who 


mourn her loss. 
PORTLAND MAINE. 9/12/10. 
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MRS. WM. GRAHAM, OF THORNLIEBANK. 


“A never-to-be-forgotten friefid. ” 


WitH fondest regards of the author in affectionate remembrance of your 
beloved husband, the poor man’s friend. I have sailed over wide seas, 
visited many lands, met with good, genial people, but never with another 
like him, the great-hearted, pure-souled man of God, who, like his Master, 
went abroad doing good. 


Never shall I forget the kindness bestowed upon me by himself and 
your own self, his beloved life-companion. May you live long to comfort 
and cheer your happy family, and with them enjoy fully the good gifts and 
many blessings I pray our Heavenly Father to bestow upon you. 


Wuat tho’ we here but seldom meet, 

Only when at the Mercy Seat, 

The time is coming, oh, how sweet, 

When God will garner in His wheat ; 

Then we shall meet in that retreat 

Where loved ones by yon Golden Street 

Await to welcome and to greet 

Us when our work here is complete, 

And we arise ’mongst angels fleet 

To lay our crown at Jesus’ feet. 
Yours ever in Him. 


SrO-8 SOICILIAIA 
Of Glasgow. 29/3/11. 


SISTER ELLEN’S BIRTHDAY. 
“TI thank my God upon every remembrance of you” (Phil. 1. 3), 


Wovu tp I might steer our vessel’s course 
To yonder haven in the North, 

I'd sail past Orkney and Fair Isle 

Till sight of Shetland made me smile; 
Then from bold Sumburgh we would veer, 
And, making sure our way was clear, 
Past Bura, Oxna, and Green Holm, 

And to fair Scalloway we would come, 
Where loving friends would take our hand 
Soon as amongst them we would land. 
But though I love all there so well, 

I’d hasten to dear Sister Nell— 

On this, thy birthday, fourth of May; 
But what to thee I then would say 

It cannot be inscribed by pen, 

All for thy weal, ’tis well ye ken 

My prayers rise to God above 

On thy behalf He knows my love 

To thee. Tho’ we’re divided far 

By oceans wide, nothing can mar 
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My heart’s best wishes, which proceed 
Upward, where Jesus for us plead 
To His and our Father in Heaven, 
By whom all goodly gifts are given. 
Oh, may He grant thee many a year 
Of happiness in this old sphere © 
With thy dear husband by thy side 
To cheer, to cherish, and to guide; 
While thy fond children round thee press, 
Showing their love in sweet caress; 
And friends right true their greetings send 
To thee each birthday, till shall end 
The very last, then in the new 
World yonder, at the grand review, 
The King of kings His handmaid own, 
Giving thee an immortal crown. 
Ah, there in that bright, blissful clime 
We’ll meet, beloved sister mine, 
With Jesus and our loved ones bless’ d, 
Enjoying calm eternal rest ! 

To my darling sister Ellen, Mrs. Wm. Scollay, Scalloway, 

Shetland. 


WitxH fond love in remembrance of your_birthday, 4th May, of which 
returns I wish you many, with all the good gifts that you need for your 
journey through life. He will be with you in the future as in the past, 
a loving Father is our father’s God. We have tried Him, and we have 
found Him ever true and good unto us, so that we should say: “O thou, 
my soul, bless God the Lord, and all that in me is be stirred up, His Holy 
Name to magnify and bless.” 

May this find yourself and beloved husband and sweet family, and 
dear old friends, enjoying good health. Here we are out on the broad 
St. Lawrence River, far from you in person, but not so in spirit. The 
Lord ever bless and keep you, my darling sister Nell, is the prayer of 
your affectionate brother Duncan. 


S:S. “SICIZIAM, = 
MONTREAL, CANADA. 4/3/09. 


SISTER MAGGIE’S BIRTHDAY 
“The same is my sister” (Mark 3. 35). 


MacciE! Dear sister, may this birthday wish be unto thee 

A bundant proof that thou and thine fondly remembered be, 

G o where I may, sailing over seas afar, thus I pray: 

G od make the light of His countenance shine upon thee alway. 
I n this fleeting life, may His own loving presence be near ; 

E ach hour I pray Jesus be with you, my own sister dear. 


Written in fond remembrance of dear sister Maggie’s birthday. 


S258 ECILIAN, At sea, 3/0/08. ; 
Forwarded from Havre, France, 9/9/08. 
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BROTHER DUGALD’S BIRTHDAY. 
“The same is my brother” (Mark 3. 35). 


D uGALD! Many happy returns of the third September ; 

U ntil we meet God be with you, and always remember 

G ood wishes of my heart are towards thee and thine, 

A lthough seas roll between us, this prayer will be mine: 

L ord bless my dear brother with the abundance of Thy grace ; 
D o Thou, Lord, lead him and his in the brightness of Thy face. 


Written in fond remembrance of 3rd September, dear brother’s 
birthday. 


SEOAE SSICILIAN me At sea, 3/9/08. 
Forwarded from Havre, France, 9/9/08. 


OUR PISGAH. 
Deuteronomy 34. 


Ou, glorious Word of God! 
How blessed thou art each hour, 
Reminding us that His rod 
Is with us in love and power! 
Yes, when we seem most alone 
In passing over life’s sea, 
Then thou saith, “’ Twill soon be done, 
Be patient, He comes for thee. ” 


For me He is coming soon, 
I feel it so more and more; 
Whether at morning or noon 
I know not, but I’ 1] adore 
Him who shows me Pisgah’s top, 
From which I can see yon land 
Where I’ 1] dwell when my breath stop, 
And I join yon happy band. 


Fairer than Dan, Manasseh, 
Fairer than Naptali, 
Than all the land of Judah 
Is the bright land that I see 
Alluring me up higher, 
Where Jesus with angels be 
Is the land that I’ ll inherit 
Throughout all eternity. 


Where’ er this body may lie 
After life journey’s complete, 

My soul to its God on high 
Shall speedily take its retreat. 
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Then friends may stand on my grave 
To praise me or to upbraid, 

Their commentings I’ 1] not crave 
When this corpse is cold and dead, 


Or if buried in the deep, 
Far down ’mongst tangle and coral, 

Where earth’s friends never can peep 
At what of me is mortal. 

He from that place where I’ ll sleep 
Will see to my removal, 

To where He doth keep His sheep, 
Within the pearly portal. 


Ah, blessed truths from the Book, 
Ye are most precious this day ; 
Whilst reading thee I can look 
Beyond this life, and can say 
I’ve had a sweet foretaste here 
Of what I shall yet enjoy 
When Pisgah shall disappear, 
And Christ’s praise my tongue employ. 
23/5/09. 


A WISH. 
Isaiah 58. 11. 


LET me here my wish express, 

Good friend: May God thee ever bless, 
And keep thee safe where’ er ye be, 

At home, abroad, on land, or sea. 


May ye have Jesus ever near, 

Then ye shall never need to fear 

Aught that might threaten thee and thine, 
While o’er thy path His face do shine. 


And all your needs will be supplied 
By Him who never yet denied 
Sweet portions, yea, the very best, 
Unto the soul which on Him rest. 


While pilgrim to yon holy land, 

God loves to hold thee by the hand; 
Oh, good friend, may ye find Him this 
Until He lead thee unto bliss. 


St. LawRENCE RIVER. 27/8/07. 
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JUPITER. 
“One star differeth from another in glory” (1 Cor. 15. 41). 


Ou, beautiful brilliant star, 
Twinkling and shining down so bright ; 
’Twas God Himself placed thee up there, 
To lighten our lone path this night. 


A loving friend asks me thy name, 
Wishing to bear it on record, 

So as to speak of thee, bright gem, 
And tell what joy thy light afford. 


Here, sailing o’er the boundless deep, 
How welcome is thy sparkling ray ; 
When lesser lights but faintly peep, 
Thou would’st turn dark night into day. 


I know right well thou art a sphere, 
Revolving in thine orbit high, 

Yet casting thy reflections here 
To cheer us when few friends be nigh. 


Oh, lovely orb, shine on through all 
The time appointed unto thee, 
Tor well I know ye must fall 
And rise up there no more to be. 


The hour will come when Heaven and earth 
Is not, then there shall be no sea; 

Yea, all things which in time had birth 
Shall vanish in eternity. 


Nay, man alone shall rise again 
To occupy a place above 

In that fair realm which we shall gain 
When He doth come whose name is Love. 


No stars are needed in that place, 
Jesus illumines by His smile; 

Then my friend of to-night by grace 
Will meet up there after awhile. 


Ah! yes, and then we shall recall 
This happy, holy Sabbath eve 
Spent far at sea, and, above all, 
Thou, star, whose beams shone to relieve. 


Oh, blessed thought, that God, whose hand 
Upholds all these world’s of time, 
Will hold us till on yon bright strand 
We will His praise with angels chime. 
At_sea, 16/5/09. 
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A LOVELY PLACE AND LOVING PEOPLE. 
“By the way in the inn” (Exod. 4. 24). 


My pen would reassure 

This place would him soon cure 
He who to stay demur 

To have good health endure. 
Here best treatment is sure, 
And provisions most pure; 
They do my heart allure 
The “Mitchell’s, ” Craigenure. 


Written in the autograph book of my genial friends, 
Craigenure Inn, Mull, Argyllshire. 
12/8/10. 


TO A MISSIONARY FOR ZULULAND 
“Go ye therefore” (Matt. 28. 19). 


Go ye therefore and teach 
All nations in My Name; 

I will be with thee while ye preach 
In strange tongues just the same. 


This is the Lord’s command 
To thee and me, dear friend; 
Why should we tarry by the way? 
But to the order bend. 


Our marching order is 
From Him who rules the realm; 
We’re not our own, but always His 
Whose love doth overwhelm. 


Leave kindred, home, and friends; 
Leave all that would debar— 

Its thus the Lord His servant sends 
To show them whose they are. 


Tell them of Calvary’s Cross— 
The nails, the bitter gall; 

And how they should count all but dross 
To make Jesus their all. 


He left His Father’s house, 
And came down here to die 

For them; now they must to Him come 
To dwell with Him on high. 
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The door is opened wide, 
And now He’s waiting there 
To welcome us right to His side, 
Where we His joy may share. 


Oh, tell each Zulu chief, 
And people where ye go, 

When they make Christ’s truths their belief 
He will His favour show. 


What of our partings here 
With friends both tried and true ? 
He leads us! So without one tear 
We’ ll go His will to do. 


Then all at last shall meet 
Where Jesus shall us own ; 
His loving smile which shall us greet 
Will all our labours crown. 
To Mr. and Mrs. C. W. Chauner and Family. 


From Toronto, Canada, for Zululand, as missionaries of the Cross. 
Jesus bear the Cross alone, and all the world go free?” Ah, no! 


“Must 
We'll 


bear the Cross and win the crown, and praise Him that we are privileged 
to preach His precious Gospel. My prayers are with you always, remember 
I need yours. God be with you till we meet again, here or yonder.—Yours 


ever in Him. 
Soda SS OICILLANces 


Anchored in the River Seine, off Havre, France. 19/5/09. 


TRIBUTE TO DOCTOR JOSEPH PARKER. 
“Our days on earth are as a shadow” (1 Chron. 29. 15). 


THERE’S sad wailing, we would not fain borrow, 
The “City Temple” is in mourning to-day, 
Her congregation is in deep sorrow, 
Their “Valiant for Truth” is taken away. 
Grand old man of the Congregationalists, 
Doctor Joseph Parker, need I explain ? 
Hath just been called up Home from his labours. 
Ah, me! Shall we hear one like him again ? 


I’ve often seen him enter his pulpit, 

Who once saw him thus could again forget ? 
When he took his place before the rostrum, 

Yon massive form, so straight, could I relate. 
The patriarchal look of the preacher, 

His broad shoulders and flowing silvery hair, 
His great loving face upraised t’ ward Heaven, 


His hands clasped, and his lips moved in silent prayer. 
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When that silent invocation ended, 
And he stepped forward in taking the Book, 
All could well see, as he glanced around him, 
There was much love felt by his kindly look. 
It plainly showed a God’s messenger fond, 
And if any one doubted before he spoke 
It would not be long till yon silvern tongue 
Convinced all present whom he did envoke. 


I am glad ’twas my lot to have heard him, 
And I will remember his wonted mode 
Of expounding God’s Word to old and young, 
No one could press the truth home as he could. 
He pictured the Creator’s providence, 
How the great Architect His love applied 
By sending His Son to die for our sins, 
Believers won’t perish since Jesus died. 


Oh, but then his prayers were most fervent, 

Like a voice from that place we’ Il inherit 
When we leave this world to be present 

With the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. 
All requests were in the Name of Jesus, 

Through whom all good gifts of God are given; 
The bless’d Saviour up there with His Father 

Is also our Mediator in Heaven. 


He did not court this world’s approbation, 
And little cared he for sayings of same ; 
His aim was to deliver the message, 
And, oh, faithfully by him it was done. 
Very few like himself, the lov’d “Greatheart, ” 
Could wield weapons in defence of man’s soul; 
Now that he’s gone to receive his bright crown, 
We’ ll treasure his words, not part, but the whole. 


We must all of us hush from our wailing, 
For we know tho’ he’s asleep he’ ll awake ; 
So blest be the God who gave him to us, 
It is His own self who now him did take; 
And He shall send us another servant, 
Who will preach His Word in power and love, 
But, oh, great Parker, farewell till we meet 
With Jesus in His bright “Temple” above. 


Written to the blessed memory of the late Dr. Joseph Parker, City 
Temple, London, who departed home, 28th November, 1902. 


S.S. “BuENos AYREAN. ” At sea, 1/12/02. 
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BE CAREFUL WHAT YOU WRITE. 


“That which was written was upright” (Eccles. 12. 10). 


In this sweet book I would insert 
This little short advice, 

That if ye write things to divert 
Be sure that ye think twice. 


Yes, friend, be careful what you write 
On paper with your pen; 

Let all your sayings aye be bright, 
Approved of Christian men. 


Be careful that the truth ye give 
In every word and line, 

Remember that your writings live 
When sleep in death is thine. 


Words spoken might not last for long, 
Just uttered then forgot, 

But what is written rests among 
Dear friends when ye are not. 


Never write thoughts which ye would blot, 
Or hastily erase ; 

These come, ah! yes, but write them not, 
They’ re never to thy praise. 


Then do not give in black or white 
Such things as would bring shame 

Unto thyself, who hath the right 
Thereto to add thy name. 


All writings shall be tried by fire, 
Will yours, then, stand that test ? 

If ye, dear friend, thy wish desire, 
Then always write thy best. 


Write so that “he who run may read” 
Some part, if not the whole; 

One word itself might mean indeed 
Salvation to his soul. 
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Forget not, God the Lord doth see 
Each word thy pen indite; 

Again, dear friend, I’d say to thee, 
Be careful what you write. 


WRITTEN in an autograph book. With sincerest regards and best wishes 
of the author, trusting these few words will be acceptable amongst the 
many lovely pieces found on the pages of your valuable book. My prayers 
are with thee and thy husband, whom I have always looked to as my 
good and worthy friend. Upon yourself, himself, and your boys, may 
the Giver of every good gift shower such upon you and yours. In the 
land of your adoption you will often think of the land of your birth, our 
beloved Scotland. My friend, think oftener of Heaven, your future and 
eternal home. 

7/10/08. 


SUFFERING FROM TOOTHACHE. 


“When I lie down, I say, When shall I arise, and the night be gone?” 
Job 7. 4. 


Of all the “aches” that haunt us here, 
Tho’ some feel none but heartache, 

The worst of all, and most severe, 
Is what we term the toothache, 

Which comes with suddenness that scares 
The one who feels it coming. 

Unasked, yet boldly, it repairs 
To where it doth keep booming 

So violent, ev’n Solomon’s ire 
Was poured against that fabric, 

“A broken tooth,” and “Macintyre” 
Described _it in our Gaelic 

In words his own. Who could have told 
Its character like “Bobby?” 


To me it seems vile pains doth hold 
Rough consult in yon lobby, 

Where they collect their very worst 
Of imps into a barrel 

Which, by its foul contents, must burst ; 
Then these sprites fall on quarrel, 

Shooting, stabbing, thumping, hacking, 
Apollyon like, wholly, 

Etnean fusing, cracking, 
Belching, thundering fiendish volley. 


In gumtown grim old “Clootie” 
Fires off infernal cannon balls, 

He calling, “Thus I soothe thee!” 
Storming within these whited walls, 
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Oh, like his tantalising boast 
When pain us almost slaughter. 

’Tis then he, with his angel host, 
Grimace and roar with laughter. 

Too oft’n the laugh is on their side 
When we’re not what we would be, 

Until the dentist turns the tide, 
Reminding how we should be 

A thankful people that the “De’il” 
Doth not control our person ; 

Or, if he did, we’d often feel 
What he terms his diversion, 

That is, tormenting mortal men; 
Here have them rave in tortures, 

As he doth yonder in his den 
All those whom there he nurtures. 

Ah, me, tho’ pained, it makes me smile 
To think he’d be so foolish 

As to employ his fiendish wile 
So glaringly, yea, coolish! 

He knows man’s soul’s not left alone, 
Unguarded, unsupported, 

With every guardian angel gone, 
Like from that scene detorted. 

Well Satan knows our Father cares 
For us, and yet he worketh 

As if we knew not of his snares, 
And cunningly he lurketh 

When we're in trouble or in pain. 
He’d say he would release us 

Just then. We tell him ’tis in vain, 
Since our faith is in Jesus, 

Who, being tempted as we are, 
Right well He knows our weakness. 

When trials come we’ ll not despair, 
But come just in true meekness 

Without a murmer, tho’ that ache 
Almost detract our reason. 

Shall He who suffered for our sake 
Not send His help in season ? 

Yes, that He will, we are His own, 
His blood our soul did purchase, 

And by His chastening ’tis shown 
He loveth whom He scourges; 

Then we should bear all for His sake, 
Even if it be the toothache. 


3: Sis SICILIAN, ~ At sea, 14/10/08. 
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KEEPING NEAR THE CROSS. 


“God forbid I should glory, save in the Cross of our Lord Jesus Christ” 
(Gal. 6. 14). 


SAVIOUR, keep us near Thy Cross 
Whatsoe’ er betideth, 

Tis to their eternal loss 
Who Thy Cross derideth. 


Calvary’s Cross! Calvary’s Cross! 
Tell me of its glory; 

Nothing doth my soul engross 
Like its solemn story. 


Help us think of how it stood 
On the Green Hill yonder; 

Oh, the scene! We mortals should 
Ever o’er it ponder. 


Calvary’s Cross, etc. 


There Jesus, the Lamb of God, 
Loving, meek, and lowly, 

Burdened for our sakes His load 
Was our deeds unholy. 


Calvary’s Cross, etc. 


Oh, the nail-torn hands and feet 
Of our blessed Saviour ! 

E’er He could the task complete 
For our ill behaviour. 


Calvary’s Cross, etc. 


There, without a murmur, He 
Suffered for us, rather, 

By His death we would be free 
Coming to His Father. 


Calvary’s Cross, etc. 


Oh, let us each passing day 
Walk closer to Jesus! 

He, the Truth, the Life, the Way, 
Guide us as He pleases. 


Calvary’s Cross, etc. 
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Let our thought, our talk, our song 
Be that theme immortal, 

How He pleads for old and young 
Just beyond the portal. 


Calvary’s Cross, etc. 


Keep us near Thy Cross, dear Lord, 
Till the Crown is given, 

Then we’ ll sing with sweet accord 
Thine own praise in Heaven. 


Calvary’s Cross! Calvary’s Cross! 
Tell me of its glory; 

Nothing doth my soul engross 
Like its solemn story. 


WRITTEN in the autograph book of Miss Lilian Winch, of Putney, London, 
passenger from London to Montreal, in fond remembrance of Sabbath 
evening at divine service, when our saloon was crowded with eager 
listeners, the writer of this invited some one to favour us by giving a 
solo our dear young friend here stood up and gave in a sweet mellow 
voice, which none of us shall forget, dear old Miss Fanny J. Crosby’s 
hymn, “Jesus, keep me near the Cross. ” 


The many tear-bedimmed eyes showed that hearts were touched while 
the singer poured out that lovely song, and when she sat down [ felt as if 
I heard the voice of One saying, “She hath done what she could. ” 


My dear young friend, God hath given unto thee a sweet voice and 
the will to use it to His own praise and glory. May you be always ready 
to stand up and sing Zion’s songs, cheering many more hearts, as you 
cheered ours that Sabbath evening far, far at sea. 


Let your motto be, “For me to live is Christ” (Phil. 1. 21). Then 
your desire will be as it is written in Psalm 19. 14, “Let the words of my 
mouth, and the meditation of my heart, be acceptable in Thy sight, O 
Lord, my Strength and my Redeemer. ” 


May God prosper thee and thine, is the sincerest prayer of your friend, 
the author. 


S.S. “SICILIAN. ” At sea, 20/7/09. 


PLEASURE! 
“Father's good pleasure” (Luke 12. 32). 


PLEASURE! of this God gives me good measure, 
Heaped mountain high with no sign of fissure, 
Nor doth it crowd with untoward pressure, 
Neither with wings suggesting quick seizure, 
But steadfast as He who lends that treasure, 
To cheer the soul ’ midst life’s toil or leisure, 
A foretaste here of yon endless pleasure. 


5.5. SICILIAN: At sea, 5/12/10. 
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TO MY FRIEND “MASTERS,” OF THE WIRELESS. 
“Come over. . . and help us” (Acts 16. 9). 


Goop shipmate mine, true, genial, kind, 
Another would be hard to find 
So much revered as “Masters, ” 
Operator of our “Wireless, ” 
At which calling he seems tireless, 
All to avoid disasters. | 
True comfort he himself denied 
That night his service was required 
By the stranded “Prince Oskar ;” 
When homeward, via Straits of Belle Isle, 
Misfortune did her course beguile 
And left her, where ?—please ask her. 


If she can’t tell, neither shall I, 

Tho’ her plight brought tears to mine eye; 
"Twas sad to see her vanquished, 

And yet, how much worse things might be 
With her had not her “C.Q.D.” 

Been caught just then in transit 
By our good friend on the alert 

At all times, bless him, the expert, 
At what’s to me a mystery 

How he transmits them or receives 
Messages which distressed relieves, 

God’s hands in such industry. 


Shall we forget that break of day, 
Seeing the lifeboat steer her way 
From out amongst yon breakers 
Which rushed with fury o’er the reef 
On which “Prince Oskar” came to grief, 
_ Afar from aiding wreckers ? 
But well manoeuvered was the boat 
Which toward our good ship did float 
With her human freight precious ; 
Tho’ we could not them understand, 
We heartily grasped them by the hand, 
For which they all seemed gracious. 


I know how all appealed to me, 
So much so that on bended knee 

I said, “Eternal Father, 
I thank Thee, tho’ so high above 

Us here Thou lookest down in love, 
Aye showing us Thou wouldst rather 


M 
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We would put all our trust in Thee 

Who dost control wild waves of sea 
And stilleth their commotion ; 

Thou knowest how my soul this hour 
Acknowledges Thy saving power 

With deep, sincere devotion. 


Bless those mariners in distress, 
Help them love Thee more not the less 
Although their good ship’s stranded ; 
Comfort their passengers that’s come 
Here to us in our floating home, 
May they be safely landed; 
Bless their loved ones, who little dream 
That these here have in danger been 
In the sma’ hours of morning 
Away upon a foreign coast. 
And help at this not boast, 
But take it as a warning, 
Just like a true friend’s good advice, 
Tis this, Thou speakest once, yea, twice, 
Thus granting us Thy favour, 
As Thou didst show in days of yore 
To good folks long since gone before 
To be with Christ, their Saviour, 
Whom we shall see when our last sun 
Hath sunk to show our work is done, 
And we must enter Heaven. 
Ah, yes, dear Lord, to Thee our prayer, 
We know that in Thy mansions there 
We’ ll have a place us given. 
Oh, bless all men and women here, 
Let Thine own presence be them near, 
Then sweeter far than honey 
Shall be their pilgrimage withal, 
And let good portion aye befall 
This disciple of ‘Marconi.’ ” 
Written on the fly-leaf of my book, V.F.M.D., to my dear shipmate 
and friend, Mr. Masters, Operator of the Marconi Wireless. 
S.S. “SIcILtan. ” At sea, 30/6/10. 
MY HOPE. 
“My hope is in Thee” (Psa. 39, 7). 


In whom my hope is cherished 
Can well all help afford, 
I know none ever perished 
Whose hope was in the Lord. 
Anchored in the haven of “The City by the Sea. ” 9/12/10. 


“Know the truth, and the truth shall make you free” (John 8. 32), 
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TRUTHS OF THE BIBLE. 


My son, be steadfast in thy creed, 
And have it free from libel; 

The blessed doctrine you most need 
Is written in the Bible. 

Oh, let its truths thy soul inspire, 
Then shall to you be given 

The peace and grace ye most require 
Till ye get home to Heaven. 
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WRITTEN on dear father’s ninety-second birthday anniversary, recalling 


to me one of his many good advices on the truths of the blessed Bible. 


At sea, 11/5/10. 


Sek 


“SICILIAN, ” 


OUR BELOVED MINISTER’S BIRTHDAY. 


“Thou art greatly beloved” (Deut. 9. 23). 


To-pAy my birthday book pages reveal 

A name which to heart and memory appeal, 
Bringing the past and the present so near 

That here they mingle, those things I hold dear. 
On Sabbath to God’s house we hasten along, 
To raise our voice in Zion’s sweet song ; 

No one amongst us desired to be late 

Entering where prayer were wont to be made. 
Lovely the sight when the young and the old 
Assemble to hear the Old Story being told 

By the reverend man God hath ordained 

Our pastor, beloved, who always obtained 

So faithful the doctrine of “Forty-three, ” 

Our fathers delighted to call their “Free, ” 
And wished her to last like her emblem assumed, 
The bush aye burning but never consumed, 
Until all nations shall hear of that love 

Which brought our Saviour down from above. 
Same as we hear it being told out to-day, 

We should make Jesus our comfort and stay, 
Finding His secret a treasure so blessed, 

We should possess tho’ we’d part with the rest. 


Ah! this is the message that we receive 
From our loved pastor, in whom we believe, 
Knowing his preaching and practice abound 
Abundant examples, wherein is found 
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A man with a message sent from above, 
A man whom his congregation all love, 
A man whom we wish for years to preside— 
Our principal, preacher, teacher,"and guide. 


Blessed be the household, basket, and store, 
Companion, and family of him we adore; 
And may they enjoy for long years to come 
The good things we wish to enter their home. 
Oft as the twenty-eight April return, 
To the name on this page memory shall turn ; 
My prayers shall be that God may long spare 
He whose hand writing I see inscribed there: 
Then whether I be at home or abroad, 
Or on the ocean, while I’m on life’s road 
My sweetest remembrance ever shall be 
Found with good wishes all centred on thee 
Until called home to yon land that’s afar, 
Where we shall both dwell with Him, whose we are. 

PRINCIPAL JAMES D. M‘CULLOCcH, 

OF THE “FREE” CHURCH OF SCOTLAND, 


272 St. VINCENT STREET, GLASGOW. 
28th April, 1908. 


REVEREND AND DEAR Sir,—Please permit me to present you with my 
book, “Verses from my Diary,” wherein are inscribed my best wishes for 
this, and the many happy returns of, your birthday. 


I only wish my tribute and gift were equal to what I would wish them 
to be e’er forwarding them to our beloved pastor for all his labours of love 
in the Master’s service amongst us, who are truly thankful to God for 
giving His own faithful servant to minister to our spiritual needs in this 
part of His blessed vineyard. 


May this find your own reverend self, with Mrs. M‘Culloch and each 
member of your family, enjoying all blessings, is the sincere prayer of one 
of your grateful flock. 


SS OICILEA Naas 
GLascew. 28/4/08. 


MRS. FEW—IN ACROSTIC. 
“Many called, few chosen” (Matt. 22. 14), 


My wish, dear friend, here addressing, 
R eceive all, please, with my blessing, 
S alvation through Jesus possessing. 


F ear God, keep towards Christ pressing 
E ach step, then nothing distressing 
W ill harm you in His caressing. 
13/10/10. 
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TO MY DEAR FRIEND, DR. HAMILTON. 
“The beloved physician” (Col. 4. 14). 


On, could I enter in this book 
All the good things I’d wish for thee! 
Ah, not by pen, or word, or look 
Could suchlike task accomplished be! 
My friend, whose skilful hand had found 
The weak spot in my mortal frame 
With which I suffered, and was bound 
To suffer always with the same 
Had not yon friends of mine revealed 
To me the name of their good friend, 
Who, they were sure, would have that healed, 
If only I’d let him attend. 


And by the providence of God, 

Who always guideth His aright, 
He led me to thy sweet abode, 

Where thy reception was so bright 
And Christlike that I felt within 

Like her who said, “If I but touch, ” 
For in thy kindly eye was seen 

Proof of His words—that “Inasmuch. ” 


But, oh, now after many years, 

When time hath fully proved the test, 
It is with feeling, yea, with tears 

Of gratitude, I do request 
That ye accept my thanks sincere 

For all that ye have done for me; 
I cannot pay, but God doth hear 

The prayers which ascend for thee, 
And He shall bless thy kindly hand 

In which He planted so much skill, 
So wisely left at His command 

To move with freedom at His will. 
Yes, He thy kindly deeds shall own, 

Since for His sake ye do them all, 
And yonder shall thy service crown, 

When to His home He will thee call. 


SiO CILIA Nas 6/10/08. 


166 THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 


BERMUDA ISLANDS—IN ACROSTIC. 
“The isles afar off . . . shall declare My glory” (Isa. 66. 18). 


B ERMuDA Islands have I seen 
E nrobed with verdure, richly green, 
R eposing superbly, the whole 
’M idst coral reef and surf-beat shoal. 
“U topia, of Sir Thomas More, ” 
D eclaim each wave which laves their shore. 
A h, how I grieved my lack of time 


I n visiting those isles sublime! 

S o full of elegance are they, 

L ovely their people, kind and gay; 
A zure their sky and tranquil sea, 
N ature, enchanting, there you see » 
D eclare in sweetness all serene 

S urely our Maker is supreme. 


My Dear YounGc FRIEND,—You ask me to write something about your 
native islands. At your earnest request I have tried to, but find myself 
unable to express anything like the feeling I had come over me while our 
good ship “Sicilian” steamed along those truly romantic shores which 
seemed so remote from the rest of the world, and yet so near to God, whose 
almighty hand created and adorned that group of ocean gems—in each 
His loveliness is seen reflected. I shall long to see them and their kind- 
hearted people again. 


Wherever you may wander in other lands afar never let anything 
make you forget your very charming home and loved ones there. May 
you always have Jesus as your Guide until you reach yon sweet bright 
land beyond life’s tide, is the wish of your old chief steward friend. 


Homeward Bound from Bermuda. At sea, 14/12/08. 


TO ONE MOURNING FOR HER BROTHER. 
“Thy brother shall rise again” (John 11. 23). 


On Sabbath day, in Hope Street “Free, ” 
A vacant place we there do see; 

But to the absent one is given 

A place at God’s right hand in Heaven. 
His sister, with us, young in years, 
Doth touch our hearts as she appears 

In mournings for him that is away, 

God be her Comforter we pray. 


Young friend, this gift I send to thee, 
Tho’ small and humble it may be, 
Twill show how thy great loss appeal 
To us, who always wish thy weal. 
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In this my words would be but brief, 
Addressing thee in thy deep grief, 
For that dear brother of thy love 
Whom God took to yon home above. 


Tho’ best for him to be away, 

Free’d from the trials of life's day, 

Ye cannot now but wish him here, 

As he were wont, thy brother dear. 

And in that wish ye’re not alone, 

Many now sorrow that he’s gone; 

In youth’s bright day when we had need 
Of such as he Christ’s cause to plead. 


In him the graces were combined 
Which God grants to the man inclined 
To tell the story of the Cross, 
Counting time’s riches all but dross. 
When he with us made his abode, 

He walked so closely with his God 
That unto thee it is made plain 

“Thy brother shall rise up again. ” 


When God removes here from our side 
Those in whom we did confide, 

We know it is His holy will, 

But He Himself is with us still. 

Yes, to the end He’ll hold our hand 
Until we reach that Happy Land; 

Then we shall meet loved friends of years, 
Where Christ shall wipe away our tears. 


WRITTEN with my deep sympathy and sincerest prayers for Miss Mary 
Mackenzie, or Gairloch, Ross-shire, and member of Hope Street Gaelic 
Free Church, Glasgow. 


My dear young friend and worthy member of our beloved I’ree Church, 
needless to say how sorry we all felt at the sudden removal of your dearly 
beloved brother on the 13th February last. His genial Christian manner 
ever endeared himself to each one of us who are connected with Hope Street 
Church. We looked forward to his having a grand future, expecting great 
things of him in the Master’s service had he lived here. All that would 
have been amply {fulfilled by him who had done so much in his few short 
years of sojourn. A beautiful life was his. It was the Father’s will to 
remove him to His own bright home in glory. Then we must say, “Thy 
will be done, O Lord.” Yet we all know how much yon loving form will 
be missed by parents, sister, and friends, until the day break and they 
meet to be forever with the Lord. 


I send you this little gift of a book, “V.F.M.D.,” in which I trust 
you may find some comfort in your hour of sad bereavement. My dear 
young friend, I hope you will always remember each of us is a friend to you. 
But there is no friend like Jesus. —Yours ever in Him. 

6/3/08. 
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OUR LITTLE CARDINAL. 
“A speckled bird”: (Jer. 12. 9). 


FAREWELL, sweet warbler from yon foreign grove, 
Far from our clime there thy kind fly and rove 
At liberty over the Pampas grand, 

Cheering the homesick wanderer in that land. 
Little cares Gaucho, of Argentina, 

For the harp, lute, pipe, or concertina ; 

Doth not his cardinals keep him in song 

From earliest morning of each day long? 


Oh, why did they rob him of thee, sweet bird ? 
Thy voice the sweetest! Ah, the lonely hird 
Was deprived of thy song to swell the wage 

Of that vendor, who took thee to his cage. 

It was he who had thee with other wares, 

As it is their manner in Buenos Ayres, 
Visiting ship docks they anon appear 

Chanting their merchandise in tones so clear. 


Thus I saw thee with others of thy tribe, 
Oh, that I could first sight of thee describe ; 
Thy speckled plumage with thy scarlet hood 
Was a sight which I felt doing me good. 
Deciding then my other pets ye’d join, 

Tho’ thy purchase cost me a golden coin; 
Nor did I offer him one dollar less 

Than he demanded, that I might possess 


Thee for my very own. Yes, from that very hour 
I vowed I would have thee, a living dower, 

For whom I'd care right tenderly and bear 

In safety home to my own mother dear, 

Who would have thee fed from her gentle hand 
With ample portions of water, seed, sand, 

And sweetly titbits in cosy clean cage, 

She would have thee given throughout thine age. 


Ah, the scene is changed after fifteen years ! 
Standing by the cage shedding bitter tears, 
Holding in tenderness close to her breast 

Thy lifeless body, fondled and caressed, 

She who fed thee and whom ye knew so well, 
Mourning for thee deeper than tongue can tell; 
Nothing in this world can thy loss atone, 
None can replace thy song when she’s alone. 
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With thoughts of past years in her Highland cot, 
And loving forms who ne’er could be forgot ; 

But their memory’s sweet, written on time’s page, 
"Twas at such times ye did her mind engage. 

If ye, poor captive, from yon land afar, 

Here in thine exile, perched upon that spar, 
Mingled thy song so pleasing to her ear 

With Psalms she sung to God, who all doth hear. 


The praise offered Him by great and small 

In every land from His own creatures all. 

Like thee, little warbler, tho’ far remote 

From thy home and kind, treasured was each note 
Poured forth gracefully, mellow, shrill, and sweet, 
Tuned by Him who doth all things well complete. 
To His glory, ah, ye have played your part 

So well, so charming, that now her sore heart 

At thy departure can no comfort take. 

But, alas, her sorrow cannot thee awake, 

As ye were wont to, greeting her at will; 

Ah, no, thy serenade’s forever still. 

She, knowing this, gives thee that last caress, 
While toward her lips thy cold form she press ; 

A sight caused our own sad tears upward swell— 
Our sweet cardinal dead! Alas, farewell! 


In memory of the little “Cardinal” bird which I brought home over fifteen 
years ago from Buenos Ayres, South America. After reading in sister 
Jessie’s letter of Ist July, 1909: “Here is a sad wee bit of news. Our dear 
wee ‘Cardinal’ has lived his little life. I wakened the other morning to 
find she who fed and cared for him for the past fifteen years holding his 
little lifeless body, kissing it and crying all the time.” Here goes my 
tribute to our little favourite from the far, far away South. 


SiS ee CICIELAN Ee 
PORTLAND HABROUR. 12/2/10. 


TO A FRIEND. 
John 14. 26, 27. 


Cou.p I but bring here as I write 
All good things I would wish for thee, 
Nothing would give me more delight 
Than strewing these where ye might be. 


But God, who giveth each good thing, 
Shall in good time answer my prayer ; 
Then His own Spirit blest shall bring 
To thee that peace which Jesus share. 
At sea, 6/7/07. 
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TO AN ADMIRER OF “ROBERT BURNS.” 


“Should auld acquaintance be forgot, and never brought to mind?” 


Ort as the “Twenty-fifth” returns 

It wakens thoughts of “Robbie Burns, ” 
Whose works I love, as doth another 

Dear poet friend, ’tis thee, my brother, 
Whose kindly hand I’d wish in mine 

Now, as in yon good days “Lang Syne, ” 
When jovial “Charlie” brought thee here 
With other friends our hearts to cheer. 
While they praised Nova Scotian charms, 
Quaint Dartmouth, and the lovely “Arms” 
At queenly Halifax, whose name 

Is worthy still her old-time fame, 

The storm-tossed sailor’s welcoming port, 
And soldier’s safe imposing fort, 

Where lovers spend the happy hour 

Around the old Martello Tower, 

We to Auld Scotia did repair, 

In fancy to the “Toon 0’ Ayr” 

And “Brig o’ Doon,” o’er which did canter 
Fleet “Meg” with frantic “Tam o’ Shanter, ” 
When chased by witches, quite a herd, 
Who danced in “Alloway Kirk Yard, ” 

Nor did we from “Rabbie’s” praise refrain, 
But followed closely in his train. 

Tho’ this had brought our tear and smile, 
*Twas where “The Lad was born in Kyle, ” 
Where “Gossip keekit in his loof” 

And vowed “The boy would be nae coof ;” 
“He'd ha’e misfortunes great and sma’, ” 
“But aye a heart aboon them a’. ” 
Long years have shown ’ twas little need 
To say a prophetess indeed 

Was she who spoke thus of the boy, 
Whose span of life would well employ 
The gifts so given to combine 

The proof of “ilka score and line. ” 


To-day that “cottage” home so neat 

All nations come to see and greet 

For sake of him, who there was born 

And wrote how “Man was made to mourn, ” 
And words which gives our soul delight 

In “The Cottar’s Saturday Night, ” 
Wherein is seen how well he knew 

He would appear in yon review. 
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And tho’ he’s gone, our love increase 
For him who slumbers in Dumfries ; 
Slumbering? No, he’s not asleep, 

The grave ne’er gets men’s souls to keep! 
Tis only dust that turns to dust, 

Till morning dawn then rise it must ; 
But here the soul cannot remain, 
Return it doth to God again 

To find a resting-place in bliss 

If truly found deserving this. 

If, while sojourning in the “clay, ” 

It did yon secret voice obey 

And trusted in the cleansing blood, 
Now it is far past fire and flood, 
Beyond the reach of Time’s fierce blast, 
*Tis anchored safely there at last, 
Awaiting till the Captain true 

Shall muster His own chosen crew. 


So well we know our Scottish bard 

Is now enjoying his reward 

Amongst the heavenly white-robed throng, 
No voice more earnest sing yon song 

Than his who, while he dwelt on earth, 
Gave to the world in simple verse 

His Creed which placed Heaven’s God above 
All other objects of his love, 

Thus leaving written on Time’s page 
Religion did his mind engage, 

And that in this he was sincere 

Ere he could give those words so dear, 
How “Scotia worshipping her God 

Was loved at home, revered abroad. ” 


Yes, He who made that Nation great 
Did in the poet’s heart create 

The reverend feeling words he wrote 

Of Christ who in this world was brought 
To free men’s souls, tho’ long enslaved, 
If for their sins they had bewailed. 

Sure none more penitent than he, 


Praying, “I’ve sinned against Heaven and Thee, ” 


Who in his mind no view would lodge 
Of God but good and righteous Judge. 


Ah! friend, this day bright garlands may 
Adorn great statues to his name; 

But who amongst us all could say 

The words right worthy of his fame? 
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The Ayrshire ploughman, whom the Muse 
Had for her prince the poet chose, 

Who in good people’s hearts a shrine 
Long found from which he aye shall shine, 
Resplendent star of whose bright rays 
Children of nature speak and praise 
While yon revolving sun return 

T’ ward him their fervent love shall burn. 
Long as the “Blast o’ Janwar win’ ” 
Blow on the “Twenty-fifth” begun, 

So long good men and women fair 

Shall sing of “Robbie Burns” o’ Ayr. 


ON THE HOMEWARD VOYAGE. 


31/1/08. 


“Here have we no continuing city, but we seek one to come” (Heb. 13. 14). 


Seb 


“MONGOLIAN, ” 


I FEEL that my time won’t be long 
Down here where things so oft go wrong ; 
But there is a place for me among 

The folks who mingle in yon throng. 


Only a few short Sabbaths more 
*Mongst some who doth not Him adore, 
Then I'll put off for that bright shore 
Where all shall praise Him evermore. 


Just a few partings with time’s friends 
Till death my mooring cord unbends, 
Then I'll sail out with those He sends 
To bring His own where joy ne’er ends. 


Only a few more tossing waves! 
What if my barque should land in staves? 


’Twill gain that port my soul now craves— 


Jesus my Pilot ever saves. 


My soul, we’re on the homeward route 
Sailing, never to put about, 

But forward with a good lookout 

For Him who comes with heavenly shout. 


He, our dear Master, paid our fare, 
And for our journey dost prepare 
All that we need till landed where 
He welcomes to His palace fair. 


At sea, 9/10/12. 
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BIRTHDAY GREETINGS. 
“Ye shall go out with joy, and led forth with peace” (Isa. 55. 12). 


THoMas RamacE, Esq., 
PETITE COTE, 
MONTREAL, CANADA. 


My Dear FrizND, Mr. Ramacg,—Just a few words to bid you many 


happy returns of the “Twentieth.” How quickly they pass? But it is 
better that the milestones are passed quickly. 


T IME Hastens Out Man’s Allotted Span, 
H ow quickly roll the wheels of that van 

O ver life’s road, which God above plan, 

M arking our steps as only He can? 

A h, then we're safe, since He all doth scan, 
S ure Retreat He for each mortal man! 


Yes, when we see us thus passing the milestones it is a sure sign we 
are nearing the journey’s end, so will soon get home. Yourself and 
myself know well what it is to be out on a long march, and much as we enjoy 
the scenes surrounding our journey which we lengthened as we marched 
away from our own home in the morning, familiar faces cease to meet us 
the further our march, until after milestones are passed we are amongst 
strangers. But oh, the joy at noonday! We have our business trans- 
acted, and when we turn our faces towards home we would not have any- 
thing to stay our footsteps, so eager are we to get to where our loved ones 
are waiting; yes, listening for the sound of our footsteps at eventide, 
when we come to the last milestone. We see the light in the windows, 
hear a loved one’s voice calling us by our name, and we receive their 
blithe welcome home, then are we truly glad the milestones have all 
been passed and we are evermore to be with them. 


You will excuse haste, my dear friend. Fond regards to Mrs. Ramage, 
and each one whom we loved to meet, to talk with, and think of. Let 
me have your good news, please. I was delighed with the list of prizes 
which went to Petite Cote stock. 


Now just one verse and chorus of your favourite hymn 38: 


God loved the world of sinners lost, 
And ruined by the fall; 
Salvation full at highest cost 
He offers free to all. 


Oh, ’twas love, ’twas wondrous love, 
The love of God to me! 

It brought my Saviour from above 
To die on Calvary. 


Believe me, yours ever in Him. 


S.S. “BuENOS AYREAN, ” 


PHILADELPHIA. 20/11/02. 
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FAITH OF AN AFFLICTED FRIEND. 


“What wilt thou that I shall do unto thee? Lord, that I may receive 
my sight” (Luke 18. 41). 


Ou, God, the afflicted folk’s true Friend, 
Thou who art ever sure to hear 

The prayers which they upward send 
When life’s infirmities appear, 

Well knowest Thou their feeble frame, 
Their helplessness and frail estate; 

Thus unto Thee, in Jesus Name, 
They hasten ere it is too late. 

For what’s impossible with men 
They know is possible with God, 

And that they’re not beyond Thy ken 
While suffering “neath Thy chastening rod. 


Like faith our sister in the Lord 
Displays amongst us here this day, 
Maintaining that she can afford 
To trust on even and obey 
The voice which speaketh from above 
Is more to her than earthly voice, 
For when He speaks He speaks in love, 
Assuring her ‘tis best His choice ; 
Even tho’ riches overflow 
Until there is no room to hold 
The abundant wealth the earth bestow 
Upon her, yea, its purest gold, 
With fragrant flowers of lovely hue, 
And fruits delicious to the taste, 
All in their season comes anew 
Within her home, so pure and chaste: 
With friends so many, so sincere, 
To comfort her each passing hour, 
All such sweet pleasures she hath here, 
As if she dwelt in Eden bower. 


Yet in the midst of love and wealth, 
To her who never had a foe, 
Alas, there came to thwart her health 
Fate’s cruel hand to strike a blow 
Which left her groping in the dark, 
Showing her friends that sight was gone. 
Ah, did she grieve? Oh, no, just hark! 
She said, “My friends, I hear God’s Son 
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Calling from yonder Heaven bright, 
‘Daughter, have faith, I love thee still; 
Be not afraid, ye’ ll have your sight 
Restored to thee just when I will. 
Go now and have men use their skill, 
Their very best will be in vain; 
Still, let them try their utmost till 
They find they cannot give again 
One little ray of that bright light 
Which God the Father gave to thee. 
Although He made thy day like night, 
It was to show thy faith in Me, 
That I might lead thee from each scene 
Which would allure thee from my side; 
Here on mine arm you now must lean 
At morning, noon, and eventide. 
*Tis thus I teach thee, do not fear, 
Thy sight again will soon be given; 
Till then ye have a foretaste here 
Of joy awaiting thee in Heaven.’ ” 


Ah, sister, who would doubt thy tale? 
Not one who see thy happy face 
But there hath proof which never fail, 
Christ’s image in the child of grace, 
And while ye have that token sweet, 
Tis better than aught ye could see 
With natural eyes and sight complete. 
But now my farewell words must be, 
“Until we meet some future day, 
May peace with happiness be thine, 
Kind friends to cheer thee on thy way. 
Thy sight restored, then there shall shine 
Over thy path for many years, 
Yea, while life’s flickering rays may last, 
A sacred light which banish tears 
And show in Christ thy faith was cast. ” 


WRITTEN after having had a talk with Baroness Bussierre, Melbourne, 
Australia, passenger, with her husband, children, and friends, from 
London, England, to Montreal, Canada. 

This friend, like many of my dear friends here and yonder, has been 
afflicted with blindness, and has been persuaded through love and kindness 
of husband and friends to consult many eminent specialists for the restora- 
tion of her precious sight. She herself has faith but in one Physician, 
Jesus, who gave the blind their sight. She has the fullest confidence in 
His gracious hand, and is sure that one day He will say, “Daughter, thy 
faith hath made thee whole. ” 

My prayer shall be on behalf of my friend, that it may be well with 
her. Our voyage now will soon be ended, and we may not meet again 
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until the dawning of that morning, but then we will meet in the glorious 
summer land where the inhabitants never grow old, and where, with our 
very own eyes, we will see Jesus, our beloved Saviour, who is unto us our 
Light in darkness, our All in All. 


May you have many years of happiness with your beloved husband, 
children, and true friends while sojourning in the lands of strangers, and 
a safe return to your native shores of lovely Australia is the prayer and 
sincere wish of the author. 


SES OLCLLLANGES 
On the Atlantic Ocean. 14/8/08. 


HAVE YOU WRITTEN HOME TO MOTHER? 


“Such as we are in word by letters when we are absent, such will we be 
also in deed when we are present” (2 Cor. 10. 11). 


HAVE you written home to mother ? 
Just to show her that to thee 

In this world there’s not another 
Half so precious as she. 

Whom you know right well is waiting, 
Quite impatiently may be, 

Tho’ her faith is unassailing, 
Yet her boy is on the sea. 


Think of her long vigils keeping, 
Tho’ so weary with much toil, 
All around are soundly sleeping, 
Tho’ the tempests rage and broil. 
Others whom this won’t encumber, 
Might rest on till break of day, 
But your mother could not slumber, 
For you, her boy, she must pray. 


She who smoothed yon little pillow 
When you were her babe in arms, 
Sends this prayer now o’er the billow: 
“God! oh, keep him from such harms 
As are common to his calling 
Ashore or on ocean deep! 
Yea, Lord, keep my boy from falling, 
When temptations round him sweep!” 


Rest assured, my youthful brother, 
While ye live ye’ ll aye look back 
With fervour that naught can wither 
T’ ward your outset on life’s track. 
When each hour brought but more pleasure 
To thyself and loved ones all; 
Ah, if ye’d retain this treasure, 
Trust to mother’s God for all! 


N 
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Never doubt God of creation, 

Show your mother in each line 
That her Lord of adoration 

Also charms each thought of thine. 
And to Him all things refereth, 

As she taught thee in thy youth, 
For His sake He well prepareth 

Thus her prayers reproduce. 


Know not that this world grows colder 
To us folks when grown in years? 
But we have a loving Holder, 
Who doth soothe and dry our tears. 
He who giveth food and clothing 
Gives us grace, and blessing too, 
And withholdeth from us nothing, 
Then, young friend, He cares for you. 


Bid your young shipmates be faithful 
To the “angel” of their home, 
And learn of her to be prayerful 
Ere those weary times will come 
When the trouble and anxiety 
Of each day would overwhelm, 
Were it not that mother’s piety 
Taught them God is at the helm. 


When they want an explanation 
For the joy ye have within, 
Tell them its thy meditation 
Of all thy sweet home hath been. 
Where dear parents did endeavour 
Have each of their children told 
That a good name, with God’s favour, 
Should be chosen before gold. 


Oh, may thus come words inditing 
Thy good pen, so swift and keen, 
Telling mother, when you’re writing, 
That your love is ever green 
For her who taught you that Jesus 
Can give peace when wild waves swell, 
And you know that nothing pleases 


Like Him, “who doeth all things well. ” 


Remind her of good times coming, 
When you need not take your pen 

To write about the flowers blooming 
In yon fields beyond Time’s ken, 
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Where no angry waves of ocean 
Can beat on the golden shore ; 
There partings ne’er cause emotion, 
For there you’ ll meet to part no more. 
To my young shipmate and friend, Alexander Connell, 
of Oban, Argylishire, Scotland. 


In remembrance of his first voyage to Philadelphia, Penn., U.S.A. These 
words here came to the writer after his putting to the above good lad the 
question, “Have you written home to mother?” The writer well knows 
how concerned his parents are about their sailor boy while pursuing his 
calling upon the wide, wild ocean these stormy wintry days and long 
dark nights. 


May she often wish her boy at home in safety in the peaceful Dunfinnary 
on the brow of lovely Pulpil Hill. Always remember, though he is afar 
from her just then that God to whom she prays on his behalf is never 
absent, but always very near; indeed, so near that He upholdeth him in 
the hollow of His own gracious hand. 


May the parents be long spared to pray for their dutiful son, and may 
the son long live to cherish the memory of his affectionate parents is the 
sincerest prayer of the author, their friend. 


CHIEF STEWARD, 
Sioa) SICILEAN © 
ALLAN LINE, 
PHILADELPHIA, U.S.A. 27/1/10. 


IN MEMORY OF THE LATE MR. HUTTON. 


“Them also which sleep in Jesus will God bring with Him” 
(1 Thess. 4. 14). 

OH, waes us here in mourning bound, 
Welcoming sunny May, 

Emitting its wont charms around 
Our lovely Oban bay. 

Where mirth would be, here are we found 
In sorrow and dismay 

For our loved friend whose lying sound 
In sleep of death to-day. 


No more that upright form we’ Il see 
In his accustomed place ; 

None other there more loved could be 
Than he so full of grace, 

So genial in every way, 
Tis hard now to believe 

We'll not again in our life’s day 
His greetings kind receive. 


His home has now a vacant chair, 
His Church an empty pew; 

His counsels wise, so good, so fair, 
Ah, here he’ ll not renew! 
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Exampler he, wisest of men, 
One of the chosen few 

Whom God had blessed beyond our ken, 
And loved His will to do. 


Ah, friend, here by his grave ye stand, 
Let all vain thoughts depart ; 

His soul is safe in yon bright land, 
Tho’ here his noble heart. 

Here also rests that friendly hand, 
Which liberally gave aid, 

The kindly face of visage grand, 
Is now in peace here laid. 


As he had done, seen, choose, and won 
That prize good men adore, 

God’s will to do, and all’s well done, 
When He goes on before. 

Should we not in our future years, 
If these to us be given, 

Like him trust God, who aye appears 
To rule here as in Heaven ? 


Farewell! farewell! my father’s friend, 
My mother’s friend, my own; 

Upward now our thoughts shall bend 
To where thy soul is flown. 

Ah! none down here can comprehend 
The glorious thing’s been shown 

To thee, till Jesus for us send, 
Then we’ 1l know as we're known. 


VACANT CHAIRS. 
A Pass Word. 


V AcANT chairs! A pass word for “Three, ” 


As bright a trio as you could see 

C rossing over the deep blue sea. 

A great fudge party formed the troupe, 
N e’er did they let repartee droop, 

T he three photographed in that group. 


C harming companions all were theirs, 

H eaven guard them shall be our prayers, 
A nd when we’ 1l meet where Jesus shares 
I n yon mansions, joy He prepares, 

R emoved far above earthly stairs, 

S ure there’ ll be for us vacant chairs. 
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MISS FANNY J. CROSBY’S BIRTHDAY. 


“He hath put a new song in my mouth, even praise unto our God” 
(Psa. 40. 3). . 


Our dearest friend over the sea, 
Greetings sincere we send to thee; 
This day ye in our hearts remain 
The Queen of Song, as this ye reign. 


Sweet singer, whom we all adore, 

We wish thee many birthdays more, 

And pray that God thy life prolong 

To cheer us with your Heaven-born song. 


Yes, Heaven-born songs are these ye give, 
His blessings on them; they shall live 
While ages roll till time is past, 

Then your sweet songs shall yonder last. 


For thy great labours so well done, 
The nations all, of every zone, 
Gratefully join with Christian mirth 
To honour this day of thy birth. 


What though they might thy verses range, 
And give them in their language strange ; 
These first were thine, then sent abroad 
That by them all would worship God. 


*Tis thus they go, each line and verse, 
To every corner of the earth, 

Where millions of the human race 

Do sing them with inspiring grace. 

How soothing thy blest words doth come 
To us poor sailors far from home; 

We sing tho’ waves our vessel toss 

Thy “Jesus, keep me near the Cross. ” 


And when temptations doth surround, 
To fly from them we’re always bound, 
As thy lines in our minds awake 
“Some day the silver cord will break. ” 


The youth, oft open to redress ; 

The men, whose duties them hard press; 
Yea, all conditions of mankind 

From thee great consolation find. 


Needless for us to say what power 
Ye have over our hearts each hour, 
But we’ ll oft tell thee of it all 
After we hear our Master’s call. 
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Oh, may ye live for many years— 
“Amen,” they say, who this wish hears; 
We know He heeds our prayers now, 
For God’s own handmaid sure art thou. 


Sing on, sweet singer, write and sing, 
Around thy pen we fain would cling 
To learn more of Him, whose we are, 
Jesus, the Bright and Morning Star. 


Written in very fond remembrance of Miss Fanny J. Crosby, on 
this her Ninetieth Birthday Anniversary. 


Our veRY DEAR FRIEND,—We do trust you are in the full enjoyment of 
health on this happy day, the anniversary of that on which you had first 
seen the light of this world. The twenty-fourth of March is a day which 
cause your friends to speak of your revered self and lovely hymns. Yes, 
the whole world over; and in this I may safely say that nowhere with more 
fervency than in my own native land here, bonnie Scotland, where you 
could often hear us sing in turn “Fanny J. Crosby’s” Hymns, the Martyr’s 
Song, and the Singer of Israel’s Psalms. 

We do pray God to spare you for many, many long years in the vine- 
yard, where so much remains to be done. And what can be more cheering 
to the labourer than the God-sent songs, so charming, alluring his soul to 
realms above, while he for the time allotted has to labour on day by day. 
You, His tireless worker, hath His secret, who will continue to abundantly 
bless the sacred wholesome produce of your ready pen. 

Will you please pardon me not writing earlier to thank you for that 
delightful book which you so kindly sent me ?—that is, “The Shepherd 
Song on the Hills of Lebanon,” You may be sure it will be kept always 
and valued by me in full appreciation of its author—whom I have not yet 
seen—and in very fond remembrance of the kindly giver, whom I have 
had the unspeakable joy of seeing face to face. Many of my passengers 
have enjoyed reading its contents, “Rev. Faddoul Moghabghab’s” most 
interesting account of the meaning of the masterpiece of David’s writings— 
that is, the Twenty-third Psalm, so blessed. I again say thank you for 
sending it to me. F 

I hope you have received the oatcakes which I ordered specially for 
your birthday celebration. I also hope some other day, if He wills, to be 
enabled to meet with your own self and Scottish friends at your “home, 
sweet home.” I'll never forget our last meeting there. We’ ll recall it when 
we get home to glory land. I hope your ministering sister and friends 
are well, rejoicing in Him who is leading us on and on, nearer and nearer, 
to yon golden shore, where with our own eyes we'll see Him as He is. 

‘I am sorry to say my dear mother is not feeling very well, but our most 
fervent prayer is that she may be left with us for a long time yet, if it be 
His will. I do not think there ever was a lovelier mother than mine; the 
Lord ever bless her. My beloved wife is well, living in Oban, Argyllshire, 
a most beautiful place it is. I often regret being so far away and long 
absent from them all, as our ship “Sicilian” sails all summer between 
London, England, Havre, France, and ports in Canada, so that we are 
very much from home and loved ones; but then again this is the mariners’ 
lot. And let me say with all this there are many blessed opportunities 
given to witness for the Lord and to speak a word in season to one, and 
quite often to many, then why should we murmur? Wherever He may 
lead us we will follow on in His blessed footsteps, at home, abroad, or on 
ship’s deck afar at sea. When Jesus is present in the Holy Spirit there 
is peace, joy, and gladness within the soul whom He accompanies, There 
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is no one knows of this better than ye do, our very dear friend, whom He 
hath honoured and blessed as His very own. 

May this find you enjoying to the full those good gifts of our loving 
Father in Heaven, who never for one moment forgets us, His children here 
on earth, to whom He says, “Lo, I am with you alway. ” 

My wife, mother, sisters, and friends all join with Christian regards to 
you, our dear friend in the Lord Jesus. 

Siro: sOLCILIAN..- 
Princre’s Dock, GLASGOW, SCOTLAND. 24/3/10. 


AFTER VISITING STOKE POGES. 
“Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife. ” 
Go, little book! my prayer ever lodges 
With thee; and, trusting this, it may be found 
By Florence Henely, living at Stoke Poges, 
Who guided me over the sacred ground, 
Tho’ late at evening, and with lamplight aid 
We wandered in silence with thoughts so deep 
Where, “In his narrow cell forever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. ” 
Around that venerable “pile” which stands 
Erect and stately as in days of old 
Methinks, no wonder that in other lands 
Tidings of this “Country Churchyard” are told. 


Now that I’ve seen in that still surrounding 
What from boyhood I had oft desired, 
The old “Yew Tree,” with its shade abounding, 
Which appealed to him who was God inspired. 
He over whom the Muse spread her mantle, 
Then secretly whispered yon words in his ear 
Which he gave us, both text and example, 
Hath very few equals here in their sphere. 
Whether in country, city, or village, 
Good men and women peruses the same; 
They all feel that Parnassian knowledge 
Had imbued the mind from whence those words came. 


So when by his resting-place we stand near, 

There is no need “his merits to disclose, ” 
Since these like his “name” all ages shall hear, 

While the ivy grows green where he repose. 
But to lovers of lovely scenes I’d say, 

While travelling, whatever place he dodges 
When hastening on I beg of him to stay 

And view the grave of “Thomas Gray, ” Stoke Poges, 
Whose fine elegy for veneration 

Holds the foremost place, and the English tongue 
Shall recite it to each generation 

Who follow after us that rapturous song. 
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Shall be the pride of a grateful people, 
Born in the parish where that bard was born; 
Yes, after the “Yew Tree,” “Church and Steeple, ” 
Have crumbled away by long ages worn. 
Oh, that my pen could describe the feeling 
Of my inmost soul as I stood in awe 
Beneath that “tree!” How I felt like kneeling 
In prayer when “those mouldering heaps” I saw! 
I felt as if those within this speaketh: 
“Ah! poor mortal brother, of thee we crave 
To pause and think what each day thou seeketh, 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. ” 


And surely to us there’s abundant proof 
That in this transient world we’ ll not remain 
“Where heaves the turf” is but the shallow proof 
O’ er tenements which each at last did gain. 
After life’s labours how peaceful their rest, 
Where they, too, were wont to come in their day 
To see some other friends of memory blest 
Been paid the last rites, and then laid away 
"Neath that same sward o’er which they often walked, 
Perhaps pensively, as we walked that night, 
And, like us, about those asleep they talked, 
Saying, “How sweet to know the soul takes flight 
To yon bright realms where death can never come, 
And that in God’s time these sleepers shall rise 
To share with the soul that glorious home 
Which Jesus prepareth beyond the skies. ” 


WitH the author’s sincerest regards and gratitude for your very great 
kindness in showing me over the “Country Churchyard, wherein is the grave 
of Gray, the poet, the Yew Tree, and the venerable Church with its oaken 
porch, Penn vault, panelled Cloisters, the Poet’s Pew, and the Ancient 
Crusader’s Slab. All those I am sure to remember, as I am never to forget 
your readiness, though far advanced in the evening, in taking your taper, 
key, and lamp, with which to show the stranger over that which is one of 
the most interesting places in the whole world, and so made famous by him 
who sleeps down there in “the bosom of his Father and his God.” 


May you live long enjoying the pleasure which it seems to give you in 
all geniality reciting the beauteous scenes endowed by God upon that 
historic acre, “where the rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. ” 

Perhaps we may never meet again until we also have had our long last 
sleep and we awake up to behold yon beautiful land where there is no night, 
no need for the never-to-he-forgotten old oil lamp, nor for the pale moon’s 
silvery light; “the Lord shall be unto thee an everlasting light, and thy 
God thy glory.” Through Jesus, my Saviour, there we shall meet; till 
then, fare thee well. 

May you find much happiness in reading my little book, “Verses from 
My Diary.” Remember me to all your household. I remain ever yours 


in Jesus. 10/11/08. 
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THE SONG OF THE SYRIAN GUEST. 
“The Lord’s my Shepherd, I’1l not want” (Psa. 23. 1). 


Ou, that I’d heard you, “Syrian Guest, ” 
Tell out the meaning of that Psalm 

Which mother sang, when to her breast 
She folded us at evening calm. 


When father, in our native tongue, 
Joined his loved voice in that refrain, 
It seemed to us a Heavenly song ; 
Ah, could we hear it thus again ! 


Oh, could I, as in days of old, 

Go wandering ’mongst our Highland hills, 
Where kindly shepherd tends his fold 

While his sweet song the valley shrills. 


An exile now, here wandering far 
From the dear home I love the best, 
Yet in my memory treasured are 
Those scenes and songs so hallowed, blest. 


Would they be memories such as these 
Which to yon Syrian had come, 

When he heard floating with the breeze 
The shepherd’s song of his sweet home ? 


Strangers to him the singers were, 
But it was not of them he thought, 
’Twas of their words which did refer 
To Christ who his salvation wrought. 


Then he could not keep longer still 

When asked how the Good Shepherd took 
Him to His fold with all goodwill, 

And saved him by one loving look. 


Ah! here should I be silent now 

And not speak of my Shepherd true ? 
Oh, no, before Him here I bow, 

And serve Him with all honour due, 


God help me ever shout His praise 
Wherever in this world I be; 

With sweetest notes of voice I’ ll raise 
A song to Him who died for me. 
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Till all poor wanderers shall hear 
Jesus, the Saviour, saying, “Come, 
Abide with Me; oh, do not fear 
To enter My eternal home!” 


The “Syrian Guest” from his fair land, 
And I from Scotland of our love, 

Will meet at last on yon bright strand 
And sing that “Shepherd’s Song” above. 


Yea, and we’ ll often there recall 
The friends who cheered us on our way; 
They who oft spoke of Christ our “All,” 
With whom we’ ll dwell beyond life’s day. 
WRITTEN in remembrance of the pleasure it gave me reading the little 
booklet called “The Song of Our Syrian Guest””—words which should be read 


by all who love the grand old Twenty-third Psalm, which many of us were 


taught when lisping at our dear mother’s knee. 
At sea, 10/6/03. 


SIR HECTOR MACDONALD. 


“Waxed valiant in fight, turned to flight the armies of the aliens” 
(Heb. 11. 34). 


S 1R Hector MACDONALD, thy name 
Is worthy of all its wide-world fame ; 
R eal Highlander, of whom we’ re proud, 


H ow thy great doings round us crowd! 
E v’n tho’ in grave ne’er to come back, 
C ould we forget thee, “Fighting Mac?” 
T o show we won’t, here to thy praise 
O n high this ornate tower we raise, 

R ecord it shall. Ye oft did stride, 


M ost gallant here, yea, our pride, 
A mongst these glens, from whence ’ tis seen, 
C rowning yon Mitchell Hill so green. 
D one with earth’s battles ever now, 
O h, bravest of the brave, we trow 
N ever while river runs to sea 
A warrior like thee shall be: 
L eader of men, yet all could see 
D ivinely led throughout were ye. 
In remembrance of the late General Sir Hector Macdonald, as it is to-day 


takes place the opening of the National Memorial erected to his memory 
on the Mitchell Hill, Dingwall, Scotland. His memory shall never 


perish. 


S.S. “SICILIAN, ” 
GULF OF ST, LAWRENCE, 


“Victoria Day,” ' 
24/5/07. 
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AN ACROSTIC TO A FRIEND. 
Hebrews 13. 22. 
My friend, I hail thee in this M ode! 


I?’ ts ine acrostic, yet mine O de, 
S end I to thee with blessings N ow, 
S incere am 17, tho’ < ‘far’ be T hou. 


E pistle like, may this thee R each, 


N ewly wrote lines my prayer on E ach, 
I urge in which space this A fford, 
D o thou, good friend, cling to the L ord. 
C all ye upon Him when sore P ress’d, 


A ll time His presence be thy Q uest, 
’M idst worldly joys let Jesus C laim 


P art of thy time; wise they who A im 

B e found in Christ, ’side whom there’s N one 

E lse to compare, though much A lone, 
L eave all who hold Him in D isdain, 
L ook to Him till we meet A gain. 


5.5. “SICILIAN, ~ 
Homeward Bound from Bermuda. At sea, 12/12/08. 


WHAT IS DEATH? 
“The last enemy” (1 Cor. 15, 26). 


DEATH is the special messenger of God 

Sent to free the soul from its clay abode, 

And that he’ ll not come no one denieth, 
Knowing how sure his seal he applieth. 
Always alike on the rich and the poor, 

The weak and the strong, at sea and on shore; 
In most tranquil calm and tempestuous storm 
He marches to conquer all. That pale form, 
The terror of poor unconverted man, 

Who spurned free salvation, God’s saving plan, 
I know I will feel that agent’s impress 

When ordered to stop my fluttering breath; 
And tho’ I duly and truly confess 

I do not long for its cold, cold caress, 

I'll gladly welcome this nevertheless, 

Since Jesus comes between my soul and death. 


SiS ee wICILIAN. « 9/12/10. 


Moored near the front of the house where Longfellow was born. 
Portland Me. 
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SONG OF THE LABOURER. 
“Man goeth forth unto his work, and to his labour till evening” (Psa. 104. 23). 


To the work God giveth you and me 
To perform for Him, wherever we be 
In this transient world, on land or sea, 
His workers together brothers are we. 


Let us go out each morn, 
And at evening return, 

Not for praise nor for fame, 
But aye to glorify His Name. 


Let us not be ashamed our hands to soil 

At whatever our calling on time’s coil, 

Honest labour our welfare cannot spoil 

When our appointed rest comes after toil. 
Let us go out, etc. 


Whether chisel, axe, trowel, pick, or spade, 

Footrule, saw, sharp awl, or needle and thread; 

God bless each instrument of every trade 

That earns for good wives and sweet bairnies bread. 
Let us go out, etc. 


On the field, in the shop, or spreading sail, 

Tho’ hard oft’ our lot we’ ll not this bewail, 

But rejoice to know in every detail 

Our own dear Master helps us to prevail. 
Let us go out, etc. 


Thus our parents taught us when we were young, 
When press’d to tell God in prayer and song; 
But now, when alone or in the great throng, 
How true we find their counsels all along. 

Let us go out, etc. 


We’ ll heed not the scorners who would deride 

At our trust in Jesus as the best Guide; 

Oh, safe do we feel with Him at our side 

Each morning, noon, and day, and eventide. 
Let us go out, etc. 


There’s a sweet time coming, we'll toil nevermore, 
Then we’ ll join our loved ones gone on before ; 
Jesus, our Saviour, whom we adore, 

Will take us to His rest on yon bright shore. 


We will rise up that morn, 
Not to labour return, 

But to rest in His love 

In our Heavenly home above. 


S.S. “SICILIAN, ” | 
PoRTLAND MAINE. 14/3/11. 
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ASKING A FRIEND IN PARIS FOR A PICTURE POST 
CARD OF NAPOLEON’S GRAVE. 
“T do earnestly remember him still” (Jer. 31. 30). 


I’ve got your “card,” dear kindly brother, 
But I’ keep looking for another 

From Paris, city of fair France, 

Whose beauty people do entrance. 

Mind ye, the “card” which would me please 
Need not have on the Tuileries, 

Saint Sulplice, or good Notre Dame, 

Eiffel Tower, all known to fame, 

As is the signum “Fleur de lis, ” 

Or “Tricolour” spread to the breeze. 

Long wave that flag, “Blue, White, and Red,” 
We love its people, good, well bred. 

But to my “card” from banks of Seine, 
Please send me one which be not feign, 
Real have it, as the purest bullion, 

The grave of Emperor “Napoleon, ” 

Whose doings aye appealed to me. 

His resting-place I’d love to see 

Even by card, till my desire 

To see the real I may acquire, 

If God me help that wish to carry, 

> Twill be the first I’ ll see in Paris; 

Oh, there I’d stand where he is laid 

And think how dear the price he paid 

To have his name live and outshine 

What, under God, was his design ; 

That he was great none need to question, 
Since great he was with all suggestion. 


Of where he rests from battles free 

A picture I’ 1l expect from thee ; 
Sooner would I that card now hold 
Than one “louis” of purest gold. 
Prepare it then with name and stamp, 
And bid the postman soon decamp, 
Hastening towards “Havre” sweet, 
Where I’ ll be waiting for that treat 
Of thee, my friend. Would ye were near 
To where I stand reflecting here, 
Watching how neatly some advance 
Leading partners in the dance, 

While many stand about at ease 
Singing with glee “The Marseillaise ;” 
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Others enjoying sports, tho’ varied, 
Are well performed and gaily carried 
To the delight of all who view 

Doings of passengers and crew 

Who mingle here in sweet content, 
Doth many nations represent. 

Sure on the good “Sicilian” 

We're taught how God loves every one, 
Regardless of our mother tongue. 

We feel that Jesus is among 

Us here upon this deep wide sea, 

As with His friends on Galilee 

He sailed. So we also rejoice, 

For He is here, we know His voice, - 
And that to us it shall be given 

His presence sweet right to yon haven; 
But, friend, forget not how I crave 


, ” 


For that “card” of “Napoleon’s” grave. 
At sea, 14/10/08. 


HE IS OUR GUIDE. 
“T will guide thee with Mine eye. ” 


*Tis good to know, where’er we go, 
The Lord His love and light will show, 
Leading us on o’er life’s rough way, 
Giving His blessed help each day. 


He led our fathers by the hand 
Throughout their lives in our loved land; 
Like them their children onward goes 
Until we take our last repose. 


He knows our love for that dear soil, 
Where loved ones rest all free from toil, 
And when it comes our evening tide, 
May fond hands lay us by their side! 


Till He doth come we’ I] look above, 
Trusting in His undying love; 

Oh, He who bought us with His blood 
Will guide us o’er life’s swelling flood! 


Then when beyond that mystic bourn, 
We’ ll see the brow yon thorns had torn, 
The hands with nail prints, the pierced side 


Of Jesus, our Eternal Guide. 
17/6/03. 
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PEGGIE’S INITIALS—IN ACROSTIC. 
Luke 10. 20. 


P stands for Precious, Perfect, P eace, 
Ee tf r “Etter nagttey arni diy Erase; 
G for Goodness, Gracious, G race, 
G too, for Gold, which fades like Grass, 
I for the first person, singular I, 

E ach moment kept under God’s E ye. 


At sea, 12/10/11. 


LIFE. 
“For what is your life?” (James 4. 14). 


Life came to this body unasked, 

But ’twill not leave it untasked; 
Life’s doings must be unmasked, 

So let me ply before God and men, 

To His glory and their good, life’s pen. 


WRITTEN after reading the many lovely paragraphs on “Life” in “Many 
Thoughts of Minds, ” that grand book given to me by my dear brother John. 


S39. 


SSTCIEIANG = 


A BIRTHDAY GREETING. 
Isaiah 42. 10. 


THERE'S a wee wife should have a birthday card, 
Which I am sending to her if tves tard; 

Tho’ winds, waves, and Muses all did commune 
With me of thee on the Twentieth June. 

But then I was tossed upon the wide sea, 

Which bore my floating home far, far from thee 
Who would be at “Dunmore” on “Pulpithill, ” 
Or at green “Rossal,” so lovely and still, 

Where can be seen the peaks of stern “Benmore” 
Reflected by peaceful “Loch Scridain’s” shore. 
But what did it matter where you then were? 
That place was centre of my wish and prayer: 
Jesus to be with you at every hour, 

Keeping you safely by His love and power, 
Giving thee loved friends to cheer thee along, 
Brightening thy path thy life to prolong. 

My own darling “wee wee,”’ my prayer will be— 
Many bless’d birthdays, and God be with thee. 


River DELAWARE. 


At sea, 30/10/10. 


8/7/11. 
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BIRTHDAY WISHES TO URSULA THURSTON. 
“The Lord shall guide thee continually” (Isa. 58. 11). 


U RSULA THURSTON, my own dear young friend, 
R ight good wishes for thy birthday I send; 
S incere I would be when asking that He, 
U nto whom I come for blessings may be 
L ight to thy path “and a Lamp to thy feet” 
A ll throughout life’s journey till ye complete 
T he last of many sweet birthdays here. 
H is presence shall aye be with thee to cheer 
U pward and onward with song as ye go 
R ejoicing since Jesus to thee doth show 
S o much of His sacred favour and love 
T ill we meet down here or yonder above; 

: Oh, may you have Him thy Pilot and Guide, 
N ever to leave thee till evening tide! 


My DEAR YouNG FRIEND, URsuLa,—I trust this will come to you in good 
time with my best wishes for you at this season. May you live long to see 
many happy returns of the day, 6th December. You know that you will 
never be happier than I wish you to be, and my prayers are that you will 
follow on to know the Lord Jesus as your own personal Saviour; then, 
though childhood days pass over you and your schooldays are gone, and 
you launch out into the world which is so very full of cares, trials, and 
sorrows, you need not be afraid that these shall injure you, because greater 
is He that is with you than all the ills that could be against you, feeling, 
as it were, the truth of the text which saith, “He knoweth the way that I 
take, and when He hath tried me, I shall come out as pure gold.” 

You remember these sweet words, “Those that seek Me early shall 
find Me?” Oh, then, my dear young friend, I know that it is well with 
thee, because ye have put your trust in Him. 

You have no idea how very much I missed you away from our ship; 
yon sweet little visits of yours were such a treat tome. Yes, even when I 
seemed to be most busy at duty’s call I could always take time to have a 
chat with you, and felt the better for it, often causing me to think, “No 
wonder that Jesus said, ‘Suffer little children to come unto me, and forbid 
them not.” You, my dear child, to whom much grace is given, will better 
understand this after several years have passed by. And now let me say, 
the Lord ever bless thee. 

Remember me to your little brother Jackie, a dear boy. I would also 
like to be fondly remembered to your beloved parents and all friends there. 
Believe me ever your sincere friend. 

SS) “SIcimeran;, ” 
Grassy Bay, BERMUDA. 5/12/08, for 6/12/08. 


THE HAPPY LIFE. 
1 Peter 2. 21. 
FRIEND, may all around you know as you speak, 
You belong to Jesus, lowly and meek ; 
Peaceful and gentle His followers we 
In deeds and words His examplers should be. 


Yours Ever in Him. 
At sea, 19/7/10. 


192 THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 


H.M.G.M. KING EDWARD’S BIRTHDAY. 
“God save the King” (2 Kings 11. 12). 


GREAT God! Our father’s God, 
Who, with Thy royal rod 

Held o’er them sway, 
Hear us, their offsprings now 
As we renew the vow, 
While we before Thee bow 

This happy day. 


God, unto Thee we sing, 
Oh, listen while we bring 
Our song to Thee. 
Thou who dost rule the realm 
Which naught can overwhelm, 
Since in Thy hand the helm 
Securely be. 


To-day we do rejoice, 
Raising aloud our voice 
The glad refrain ; 
To our hearts mirth gives wing 
This birthday of our King, 
Sweet memories round him cling, 
Long may he reign. 


Thou knew our gravest fears, 
And saw our bitter tears 
For him when ill; 
And when we did implore 
Thou would again restore 
He whom we did adore, 
Ours was Thy will. 


Sincerely do we feel 

T’ ward our good Monarch’s weal, 
And pray that he 

Have round him Thy strong arm 

Protecting him from harm, 

None else our heart doth charm 
To such degree. 


Britain and lands afar 

This day our joy shall share; 
Where’ er our flag” 

Is spread out to the breeze, 

On lands, islands o’er seas, 

Showing the love that please 
Shall never lag. 


S'S) 


oO 
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Nations that don’t belong 
To us shall join in song 
To swell the praise 
Of him whose love for peace 
Doth never show decrease ; 
Star of our throne ne’ er cease 
Emit bright rays. 


His Consort, loved and sweet, 

Our inmost heart did greet 
Since we first seen 

The young Danish princess. 

Our love is none the less 

This day when we express 
Long live our Queen. 


May their dear children all 

Have always at their call, 
Thee, God of Love; 

Finding the throne their place, 

May each successive race 

Of theirs have aye Thy grace 
Right from above. 


King and folks of that land 
Thou blesseth ; they shall stand, 
Kept by Thy power, 
Without one cause to fear, 
Since Thou to them art near 
They leave without one tear 
In their last hour. 


Then on yon golden shore, 
There safe for evermore 

All who are Thine: 
The King who wore a crown, 
The peasant Thou shall own, 
Never to be cast down, 

But yonder shine. 


Oh, Thou, our father’s God! 
High up in that abode 
Where angels sing, 
Right well Thou seest the way 
We hold our King’s birthday ; 
Oh, hear us when we pray, 
God save the King. 
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“BuENos AYREAN. ” 
Bound for St. John’s, Newfoundland. 


At sea, 9/11/02. 
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DEAR LITTLE CYRIL, WHO DIED AT SEA. 


“Suffer little children to come unto Me, and forbid them not, for of such 
is the Kingdom of God” (Luke 7. 16). 


C yrit WaLTER! Dear, lovely little boy, 

Y e to the home of your parents brought joy; 

R emoved now by Him who lent thee to them, 

I n His time He took thee, ye were His gem. 

L oudly we'd wail for thee, only we know 

W hat God doeth ’tis best, and ye had to go 

A way up to glory, where Jesus dwell, 

L eaving us here. Yet we know very well 

T he time won’t be long till we meet thee again, 
E v’n tho’ thy form here ’neath deep sea remain 
R esting in slumber; but from this ye’ ll rise 

S oon as our Lord will descend from the skies. 
Y our name He shall call, then give thee thy place 
*M ongst the old and the young children of grace, 
E ternally bless’d, sweet boy, we’ ll meet thee 

S inging yon song beyond life’s narrow sea. 


In ever loving remembrance of dear little Cyril Walter Symes. 


Born at Montreal, Monday, 3.45 p.m., 7th October, 1907; baptised at 
Montreal, Sabbath, 10 a.m., 17th November, 1907; embarked for England, 
per S.S. “Sicilian,” Friday, 8 p.m., 28th August, 1908; died at sea, lat. 
5300 N, long., 5203 W, Tuesday, 9.35 p.m., 1 Sept. 1908; buried at sea, 
lat., 5241 N; long., 4916 W, Wednesday, 10 a.m., 2nd September, 1908. 


Truly a short brief life, and a deep lonely grave. Yet into his short 
span of life the Heaven-sent cherub crowded sweetest memories which shall 
remain green with us all while our time’s years shall roll onward to the 
eternal shore. We will think of him as it was our pleasant privilege to 
see him, carry him on our arms, listen to his childish prattle as we held 
him, to his delight watching oceans’ wavelets rise and fall against our 
vessel’s side, or as he would look about to catch a glimpse of persons 
calling him by his uncommonly sweet name, “Cyril.” 


We will often think of the lovely child’s appearance when seen snugly 
tucked in and carried in the arms of his gentle mother, with his little 
chubby hands clasping his brown “Teddy” toy bear. We will never forget 
when we saw him laid down under sickness, which proved too much for the 
dear little feeble frame, though all was done that could be to save him; 
yea, would share part of our life to spare his; but, alas, we could not keep 
him longer here. Another evidence of the blessings lent us for a day the 
Giver hath the right to recall at will—He gaveth, He taketh, blessed be 
His Name! 


But we shall never, no, never forget the little tiny casket which stood 
draped beneath the folds of the Union Jack yonder, surrounded by 
uniformed officials, weather-beaten manly mariners, and passengers, of 
whom were people of many nations, all standing bare-browed, with tearful 
eyes. So solemn was the scene while the last rites to the dead were being 
performed, and that which contained the precious remains of his bereaved 
parent’s darling disappear from our mortal view, to rest undisturbed until 
that day “when the sea shall give up its dead.” “‘In ocean cave, still safe 
with Thee, the gems of immortality. ” 
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We think of Heaven, where the souls of the redeemed go; we love it all 
the more by their being in that place of bliss. When we think of the graves 
where their fond forms are in slumber we love those places, visiting them 
often as we can laying flowerets over those silent mounds, side of which we 
linger at length and ponder over the varied past. Should some of us not 
love the sea all the more now that it holds in its bosom forms of some of 
our dearest friends? ‘True, we dare not visit the spot down yonder where 
they lie, neither can the foe molest their places of rest; we cannot linger 
by their side to ponder, but we know that guardian angels stand there where 
we cannot bestrew the lily and the forget-me-nots; there God, with His 
own loving hand, places the sea plant and tangle upon the pearl-strewn 
deep sea grit graves of our darlings. 


Yes, we shall love the sea, and listen while its rolling waves murmur, 
as it were, voices of our departed ones, sending us the assurance of theirs 
being indeed a hallowed place of undisturbed repose where God only always 
dwell. 


To the bereaved mother of dear little Cyril I offer my deepest sympathy, 
and pray God to help her bear the sad parting with her darling boy, although 
she hath the consolation of knowing that he is now “with Christ, which is 
far better.” There will be times when she would fain have him here by 
her side. At such times may she be enabled to say, “Why should I wish 
him returned to this world of trials and sorrows? How could I bear to see 
the day I should be taken and he left alone to fight the battles of life? Is 
it not sweeter far to have him away before me into yon land so fair? ‘He 
will not return unto me, but I shall go unto him.’” 


For the bereaved father, now on the foreign shore, I do offer my earnest 
prayers, that he may be enabled to bear up well when the sad news comes 
to him that his hope and plans have been blighted in the bud, showing that 
“Man proposes, but God disposes.” What the issues are, are in His hand, 
who performs as it seemeth good unto Him, and it is surely best for us 
to be at all times submissive to the “Father of lights, with whom there is 
no variableness, neither shadow of turning.” The earthly father thinketh 
he knoweth what is best for his boy, and acteth accordingly, but, alas, how 
often he is much disappointed in results! Our Heavenly Father knoweth 
what is best for us. He wisely acts accordingly, and those who trust in 
His guidance are never disappointed. 


I would ask my friends in sorrow to remember always that “it is well 
with their child.” “Till, in the morn, those angel faces smile, which we 
have loved long since, but lost awhile.” May He who always comforts 
the writer of these lines be accepted as the only true Comforter by the 
parents of dear little Cyril! 

Si Ste EOICILTANG 


ALLAN LINE, 
OF GLASGOW, SCOTLAND. At sea, 2/9/08. 


“A SOURCE OF PLEASURE.” 
Psalm 16. 11. 


WHEN we are sore pressed, or at our leisure, 
What is it abides to give most pleasure ? 

’Tis this, the blest thought which ne’er leaves us, 
That our soul is safe through trusting Jesus. 


This I find Him always. 
At sea, 19/7/10. 
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AN AFFLICTED FRIEND. 
“This is my comfort in my affliction” (Psa. 119. 50). 


Wuy should we mourn when affliction has come for to lay us 
aside ? 

’Tis sent as a benediction where’ er in the world we abide. 

The chastening of God our Father that we from the world might 
have rest, 

’Tis thus He shows He would rather hold us closely to His lov’d 
breast. 


I know ye have felt Him nearer since thus He hath spoken to thee, 
And thro’ life ye’ 11 hold Him dearer than earth’s pleasures and 


joys can be; 

Then after years in His service He’ll take thee to where there’s 
no pain, 

No sorrow, no tears, no partings up there, where I'll see thee 
again. 

GULF oF ST. LAWRENCE. 17/6/07. 


TO A MINISTER OF THE GOSPEL. 
“Fervent in spirit, serving the Lord” (Rom. 12. 2). 


THRICE welcome to our ship, good friend, 
While t’ ward dear home your way ye trend; 
Our lovely Highlands ever blest, 

How sweet amongst its glens to rest! 


I feel not worthy of the task, 

When in few words down here I ask 

To show I’m pleased, ye have my book, 
At which I hope ye’ ll often look. 


And that ye shall, oft as ye can, 
Quote from it to some brother man; 
God shall it bless to all who hear 
The message which its pages bear. 


Ye servant of the most high God, 

Who preach His Word and bear record 
Of what was done on Calvary, 

How Jesus died to make us free. 


Thy flock shall miss thee from thy place 
But God will meet them by His grace, 
And bless their being now forlorn, 

Till ye again to them return. 


, 
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Then labour on till day is done, 
Until yon promised crown is won ; 
Then you and I that song will sing 
In yonder palace of our King. 


Orr RaTHLIN IsLzE, 
IRELAND. 8/7/07. 


A BIRTHDAY WISH TO MY SISTER ANNIE. 
ph Petenoia4: 


CouLp I this morn but rise and soar, 
I would away t’ ward Scotia’s shore, 
Cleaving the distance with all speed, 
But for all this ’tis vain to plead. 
Yet tho’ this flight be me denied, 
Rest sure in spirit by thy side, 

Dear sister Annie, I do stand 
Holding thy kindly, loving hand, 
While with all fervency I pray 
God’s blessings on thy natal day, 

Of which I wish you many more 

Ere you and I meet on yon shore. 


To dear sister Annie, in fond remembrance of the 14th May, from 
brother Duncan. 


S.9. SICILIAN, - 
GULF OF ST. LAWRENCE. 14/5/07. 


TO MOTHER’S NEIGHBOUR. 
“Elect of God, holy and beloved” (Col. 3. 12). 
To Mrs. Thompson, 541 New City Road, Glasgow. 


PLEASE accept of this little book, conveying the sincerest regards 
of the author, with much gratitude to you for you so tenderly 
caring for my beloved mother in her sickness these many days. 


We, her children, who fervently love our darling mother, 
shall never be able to repay you for all you have done for her, 
not in the hour of sickness only, but for many years as a good, 
beloved neighbour, both yourself and your very amiable family, 
to whom our very best wishes will be extended throughout your 
journey here below. 


May you ever and always have cause to rejoice under the 
guidance of Jesus as your Pilot, until we meet in the happy haven 
above, where we will often remind you that “I was sick, and ye 


visited me. ” 
31/3/10. 
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AUTOGRAPH—IN ACROSTIC. 
2 Corinthians 1. 13, 14. 


A ncus! Oft as this book ye see, 

N o doubt ’twill make you think of me; 
G od watch between us, friend, I pray, 
U ntil we meet at break of day. 

S o, when you read, may many hear 


G ood words which to their souls shall bear 


H is peace within and joy throughout, 

A ngels shall compass them about ; 

N o more to wander on alone, 

N o more to doubt His work well done. 
A h, friend, on thee and them God make 


H is face to shine for Jesus’ sake. 
14/5/07. 


LINES WITH MY AUTOGRAPH. 
“Let patience have her perfect work” (James 1. 4). 


DEAR friend, ye ask me for a line, 

Remember that this choice is thine, 

That I should write upon this page, 

So, for to please thee, I engage 

My pen and write down what I think 

You are to me another link 

In friendship’s chain, and let us trust 

* Twill never break and never rust, 

Tho’ absence shall its metal test, 

There is a substance of the best 

Which shall it keep in good repair 

If well applied, and that is prayer. 

How to apply it. Take the Book 

And turn its pages to Saint Luke, 

And there in chapter twenty-one, 

Verse thirty-six, said by God’s Son; 

And what He said is meant for thee, 

Sure as the same is meant for me. 

Now, my dear friend, before we part, 

I’d say to thee give Christ thy heart; 

Oh, just thy hand in His, He’ll guide 

Thee safely o’er life’s ebbing tide, 

Then no fierce waves can overwhelm 

Thy barque while He is at the helm. 

To thee, dear friend, I write this token, 

And think of what to you I’ ve spoken, 

Then friendship’s chain shall ne’er be broken. 
30/8/05. 
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TO A DEAR YOUNG FRIEND. 
Proverbs 30. 19. 


I THANK thee for thy flowers exquisite, 
And none the less for thy kind visit 
With most interesting interview, 
Recalling old friends, same as the new, 
Whose memory in my heart I dandle 
Fondly as ye that sparkling bangle 
Given by a gallant, sure to bring 
To thee a sweet engagement ring 
Which he’ ll place on finger of thy left, 
Pledge of a contract ne’er to be cleft 
While life shall last. A lovely union 
Be yours and his; all sweet communion 
With him who’ ll protect you on life’s road, 
Trusting him next to your mother’s God; 
So now, farewell, till we meet again, 
And ever thine be joy to attain. 

17/6/09. 


MARY HOWE—IN ACROSTIC. 
Revelations 22. 4. 


M y friend, thy name have in yon book, 
A nd then when God therein shall look, 
R ecorded there He’ Il find the same; 

Y es, to His praise and to thy gain. 


H ere in this life give Christ thy hand, 
O h, friend, He’ll guide thee to yon land 
W here He shall say, “Come, Mary Howe, 
E njoy My glory with Me now!” 
20/7/07. 


BONNIE SCOTLAND. 
“A land of hills and valleys” (Deut. 11. 2). 


S coTLAND! Far from thee I wander; 

C ould I now away and dander 

O ver thy purple heath-clad hills, 

T he thought of which my soul now thrills. 

L and of our fathers, none like thee 

A way in foreign parts I see; 

N ext to Heaven’s celestial strand 

Do I love thee, Bonnie Scotland. 
To the young friend whom I have not yet seen, but who, I am told, loves 
my native home, Scotland. Surely ye shall “Behold the land that is 


very far off.” 
eh 23/10/08. 
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SISTER ANNIE’S LETTER. 
“Good news from a far country” (Prov. 25. 25). 


DEAR Annie, I’ ve received your letter, 
Of all I get there are none better 

Than those which comes from thy dear hand, 
All my attention they command, 
However often I peruse 

Epistles which are sent by you 

With news of wife, mother, and home, 
Brothers, sisters, and friends who come 
As they were wont to spend an hour 

Of pleasant converse. Oh, what power 
Of good there are in words like thine 
To him afar, who often pine 

And longs to listen once again 

To loving voices which retain 

A hold on memory, soul, and heart, 
While wandering in some foreign part 
*Mongst strangers who but little cares 
Whatever way the pilgrim fares— 

Not but they would, and that right well, 
If he could them his story tell. 

But God, who sees that His alone, 
Sends often what for that atone; 

And of all He sends none appeal 

More to the heart than when the weal 
Of loved ones is brought to him near 
In characters he holds so dear, 

Formed by the hand he’d love to hold 
In his as when in days of old 

He held it when they ran together 
Amongst the bonnie Highland heather. 
But here I’ ll stop, small space calls “Canny! 
Leave room for love to sister Annie. ” 


Love to self and darling mother, and all at home. The above I wrote 
on to two post cards, which I forwarded to sister Annie, beloved, in answer 
to her long news-containing letter. There are no letters I enjoy reading 
more than those of hers. Every other little incident is mentioned in 
familiar words as if given verbally from her own dear lips. May God 
ever bless the writings of her pen is the sincere wish of her affectionate 
brother Duncan. 


S.S. “SICILIAN, ” 
HARBOUR OF MONTREAL. 9/10/08. 
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A PRIZE BIBLE. 
“Search the Scriptures” (John 5. 30). 


May this remind thee, gentle boy, 

That this nice Bible is no toy, 

But the best treasure you inherit, 

The Father, Son, and Holy Spirit 

Is in the Word from cover to cover; 

This you shall for yourself discover 

As days go by and years increase, 

And friends grow fewer by decease, 

Causing your being much alone, 

What would for absent ones atone— 

Not thy being in perfect health, 

Not abundance of earthly wealth, 

Not in great applause receiving, 

Not in time’s joy—brief, oft deceiving— 

Could you find comfort which would cheer 

When life’s frail leaf in its sear, 

Fast growing toward evening tide. 

Your soul’s desire will be your guide, 

The grand old Book, whose blessed pages 

Leads you up to the Rock of Ages, 

Until you’ ve pass’d through death’s dark vale, 

And in yon sphere its truth ye’ ll hail. 

Where Jesus reigns beyond the skies 

Ye’ ll oft think of this Bible prize, 

And bless the hand which had thee given 

The best blest book this side of Heaven. 
Witu the sincerest regards of the author, who will always treasure the 
joy and pleasure of having with me Clarence’s dear and reverend father 
crossing over the Atlantic Ocean. May you value your loving father, 


who showed me this Bible and often spoke so affectionately of yourself 
and loved ones at his sweet home in far Chicago. —Your friend in Jesus. 


At sea, 27/8/10. 


FIRST THING TO LOOK FOR IN HEAVEN. 
“He showed them His hands” (Luke 24. 40). 


WHEN I get to Heaven God I shall see, 

With Jesus and loved ones waiting for me; 

Bright seraphs and angels with harps of gold, 

And scenes most glorious of which we’ ve been told. 
But first, above all, attention commands, 

Will be the nailprints in my Saviour’s hands. 


To Dr. Harper H. Coates, Missionary of Tokio, Japan. 
SiS PSICILIAN. At sea, 19/7/10. 
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WHAT THINK YE OF THE BIBLE? 
“Search the Scriptures” (John 5. 39). 


Wuat thinks the owner of this Book ? 
Of that best Book that’s given 

So that we oft within it look, 
Thus guiding us to Heaven. 


Go ye, do as its teachings ask, 
God knows if ye have striven 
With all thy might, pursue the task 
Ere it from thee be riven. 


Oh, may it truly thee persuade 
Of all that’s good, like leaven, 
Let it thy heart throughout pervade, 
Till in thy soul engraven. 


Remember its commandments ten, 
And that one day in seven 

How to observe all we do ken, 
On this good folks are even. 


It urges Christians raise their voice 
In truths which do enliven, 

That sinners now make Christ their choice 
Long ere the hour eleven. 


It teaches us how to rejoice, 
Knowing we are forgiven ; 

Young friend of mine, take this advice, 
Which shall not be deceiv’n. 


Hold the blest Bible ever dear, 
Then when this world ye’re leav’n 
Its promises shall thee upbear 
Till safe within yon haven. 
WELL may you prize your quaint little autograph book, but always 
remember that the best book in this world is the Bible, which teaches 
wisdom, and that “happy is the man that findeth wisdom, and the man 


that getteth understanding, for the merchandise of it is better than the 
merchandise of silver, and the gain thereof than fine gold ” (Prov. 3. 13, 14). 


At sea, 1/2/10. 
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JESUS CALLING. 
“The Master is come, and calleth for thee” (John 11. 28). 


DEAR friend, ’tis the Master calls thee, 
Rise and obey; 

You'll find His help all that need be 
Throughout life’s day. 

Do cast off earthly ties that bind, 
Just let Him lead thee as if blind, 

He’ ll hold thy hand, that Friend so kind 
Knoweth the way. 


Jesus calleth! Open thy heart 
And let Him in; 
No disappointment then can smart, 
Neither can sin. 
Each hour He’ ll send thee much pleasure, 
And His love, the greatest treasure, 
Shall fill thy soul without measure 
With joys within. 


Your friends down here may change and grieve, 
But do not fear 
That Jesus’ friendship will deceive 
Or cause a tear. 
Oft as His promises ye plead, 
*Mongst pastures green He shall thee lead; 
When of a friend ye are in need, 
He will be near. 


Jesus calling! Ah, life’s journey 
Will soon be o’er, 
Then ye shall with Christ in glory 
Dwell evermore. 
Through all eternity so vast 
Ye’ ll praise Him that thy trust was cast 
In Him when ye shall arrive at last 
On yon bright shore. 
AFTER some conversations with me about the effect it had on her listening 
to Mr. Shaw, a dear man of God, giving his testimony as to what Jesus 
had done for him, these lines are composed for and dedicated to my dear 
young friend and kinswoman, now saloon passenger. May these words 
prove a blessing to her soul, and not to hers only, but to that of each one 
_ who may read them is the most fervent prayer of their author. 


At sea, near Cape Race, 11/5/07. 
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BROTHER JOHN’S BIRTHDAY. 


“There was a man sent from God, whose name was John” (John 1. 6). 


J oHN! which means “the gift of the Lord;” 
Oh, but the joy it must afford 

H is “gifts” to know God hath them sent 

N ot purposeless, but to be spent 


*M idst scenes where He would have them be, 

A s beacon lights on shoals at sea 

CG autions the mariner in time. 

I t’s thus the Lord would have them shine 

N ow in this world each day and night, 

T hat those in darkness might have light 

O ut from His “gifts.” Oh, brother, dear, 

S o might each “birthday” find thee here 

H is shining “ray” so bright and clear. 
Written in fond remembrance of 8th September, dear brother John’s 

birthday. 
S.S. “SICILIAN. ” At sea, 8/9/08. 
Forwarded from Havre, France, 9/9/08. 


FOR JESUS’ SAKE. 
“Do always those things that please Him” (John 8. 29). 


DEAR friend of mine, 

This book of thine 

T have enjoyed throughout 
Each page and line; 

But do combine 

The truths we should not doubt 
That God alone 

In His own love 

Would have us one and all. 
Have charity 

When poverty 

Doth let her mantle fall 
On a sister, 

Or a brother, 

Whatever their estate. 

Oh, let us share 

A word, a prayer, 

And not when ’ tis too late; 
But quickly go 

With hearts aglow 

To help them in good time. 
Let us abide 

Right by their side 

To check them, ’ tis sublime 
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When we can say, 

At close of day, 

Oh, Lord, we do feel glad 

That Thou drew near 

Thy child so dear, 

When his poor heart was sad, 

And bade him come 

Into our home 

And help’d us comfort give 

In Jesus’ Name; 

Oh, let us aim 

Be like Him while we live, 

Then when we die 

In realms on high 

We'll meet them once again, 

Without a tear 

And without fear 

Of poverty or pain. 
WITH gratitude for letting me peruse this most interesting and touching 
little book, “My Li’l’ Angelo,” by Anna Yeoman Condict. Its contents 


moved my tears! I feel the better for it. May you at all times hear His 
voice saying unto thee, “Fear not, for I am with thee,” is the sincerest 


wish of your friend. At sea, 15/8/08. 


JESSIE SCOLLAY. 


“She openeth her mouth with wisdom; and in her mouth is the law of 
kindness” (Prov. 31. 26). 


J ESSIE SCOLLAY, mother’s first grandchild, dear! 
E very joy be thine, since her name ye bear; 

S o long as that appellation ye wear 

S uavity ye’ll possess, with good cheer, 

I hope, throughout thy life’s journey down here. 
E xalting good graces to thee adhere, 

S eek always to have the comforter near, 

C onform to His will, He’ll not cause one tear, 

O bserve His commandments, then ye need not fear 
L eave thy frail barque for the Master to steer ; 

L ook upward to Jesus, He is sincere ; 

Ah, rest assured that at last ye shall hear 

Y on new song our lov’d ones sing in that sphere ! 


Jessie Scollay, Scalloway, Shetland. 


Wit the most sincere and best wishes for all good success in the future. 
Live long, live well, live happy, like my beloved mother, whose endearing 
name ye bear. Do the things which pleases Him. The Lord ever bless 
you here and prepare you to be with Him yonder, where we shall all meet 
in the morning, is the fervent prayer of your ever affectionate uncle Duncan. 


CHRISTMAS, 25/12/10, 
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CHRIST’S CALL OBEYED. 


“He became the Author of eternal salvation unto all them that obey Him” 
(Heb. 5. 9). 


Dear friend, ye heard the Master calling, 
And ye obeyed ; 

Now He will not have thee falling, 
Neither betrayed, 

For He Himself will hold thine hand 

Where there right near Him ye shall stand 
In white arrayed. 


All this world’s vain fleeting pleasures 
Ye’ ve cast aside, 

And exchanged those for these treasures 
Which shall abide; 

These sweet joys of Him ye borrow 

Shall not fail to-day, to-morrow, 

Nor shall ye through them have sorrow 
Whate’ er betide. 


Go now forward unto others 
In Jesus’ Name, 
Tell our sisters and our brothers 
How Jesus came; 
It will make them glad, not sorry, 
That He’s calling them to glory; 
Oh, tell it from the Old, Old Story, 
How He can save! 


While life may last, dear friend, give voice 
How it was done, 

It will help some other soul rejoice, 
When He shall come; 

Never from His work be riven, 

Till to you it shall be given 

By His side a place in heaven, 
In yon bright home. 


WRITTEN in remembrance of Sabbath, 12th May, 1907, when my dear 
young friend came and told me of her decision for Christ and her acceptance 
of Him as her own Saviour. 


At sea, near Gulf of St. Lawrence, 13/5/07. 
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MY MOTHER’S GOD. 
Isaiah 66. 13. 


MOTHER! I write this as a pledge 
To show that I think aye of thee, 

And that thy counsels doth engage 
My inmost thought where’ er I be. 


When duty calls me from thy side 
To yonder lands across the deep, 
My mother’s God, who doth me guide, 
Shall aye a watch atween us keep. 


You in our own sweet hallowed home, 
And I, thy son, far, far away, 
Doth meet in spirit at the Throne 


Where Jesus loves to hear us pray. 
25/3/09. 


ALONE WITH JESUS. 
Matthew 6. 6. 


THERE is a place, a trysting place, 
Where Christ meets with His child of grace; 
Ah, soul of mine, ye ken this well, 
*Tis sweeter far than tongue can tell, 
When ye leave earthly friends behind, 
Tho’ these be very leal and kind, 

Ye leave them all to meet thy Lord, 
Who doth such happiness afford 

Thee aye when cares around do press, 
He will not leave thee in distress 
When ye in solitude confess 

To Him that’s near thee; none the less 
Tho’ all else go, He will atone 

For all, with Him you’re not alone. 


PULPITHILL, OBAN. 22/11/10. 


ETHEL LYON. 
Luke 10, 41, 42. 
E THEL, Ethel, happy and bright, 
T hy charms taking like fairy sprite ; 
Heaven protect thee day and night, 
E ach hour ye live, in house or Bethel, 
L et Jesus be thy best Friend, Ethel. 


Always be happy—that is, happy in Him, 
Then smoothly and peaceful will flow life’s stream. 


At sea, 8/8/11. 
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WHITHER BOUND? 
“Go work to-day in My vineyard” (Matt, 21. 28). 


“W HITHER bound, brother in Jesus?” 
I ask thee, “Whither bound?” 

“L et Him send me where He pleases, 
L ost sinners must be found; 
I ask naught but to do His will 
A s long as life shall last; 
My Lord would have me work until 
S afe in yon haven blest.” 


To Brigadier Joseph Williams, S.A., of Tasmania, Australia, with 
brotherly love and prayers of the author. 
At sea, 17/6/09. 


EUPHEMIA. 
Proverbs 25. 25. 


E upHEMIA! Sweetest regards 

U nto thee for thy lovely cards; 

P leasing to see we’re not forgot 

H ere, tho’ divided be our lot. 

E ven wide seas can never drown 

M emories of those whose love we crown 

I n our heart’s throne room, there to reign 
A bove all things which seems but feign. 


B esides, the God-sent love of friends, 
R eal in itself, ’tis Jesus bends 
O ur will, our wish, our love t’ ward each 
W ho lets Himself their being teach. 
N ow, dear young friend, may you and me 
L eave all with Him, our Lord, and He 
I n this brief life will be our own 
E ver till we’ ll know as we’re known. 
17/6/09. 


A PARTING WISH. 


WHEN future years their changes send 
To thee and me, my new-made friend, 
Could these, tho’ many, e’er subdue 
Each other’s thoughts of friendship true ? 
Oh, no! tho’ we may never meet, 

Our happy converse to repeat, 

And listen to each other’s voice, 

As we oft would had we our choice, 
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We'll always think, good friend of mine, 

Of our pleasant journey o’er the brine, 

And how we felt that Christ was near 
Throughout our voyage with His good cheer, 
Which we’ ll recall in His abode 


When we dwell yonder with our God. 
2/7/07. 


TO NELLIE /IN HEAVEN. 
“Thy sun shall no more go down” (Isa. 60. 20). 


NELLIE, dear, there’s no more winter for thee, 

E arth’s changing seasons you’ ll never more see; 
L eft them ye have, and longed to be away, 

L ured by bright angels, where Christ led the way 
I nto His palace, the home of the blest, 

E vermore to be the Saviour’s guest. 


C ould we but see thee just now as ye are, 

H igh up in glory, brighter than yon star, 

E ach of us here would long for our release, 

S o as to be with thee in that bright place. 

H ow could we go? There’s much work to do 

I n the vineyard here, labourers are few; 

R est comes at length, then Christ to us will say, 
E nter, ye bless’d, these realms of endless day. 


In fond remembrance of 

Her soul’s release 

Gave perfect peace, 

Now she’s for ever with the Lord. 


HER years were not many, but these were pleasantly spent, and though 
her friends were numerous who prayed she might be left a little longer 
with them on earth, she heard the loving voice of her Father calling her 
to Heaven, then nothing could entice her longer here to stay. 


Her parents in the old home, her sister in Canada beyond the sea, her 
brother wearing the king’s uniform on the far away Indian plain, and the 
other friends of her confidence, love, and prayer will miss her sore, yea, 
shall weep as they recall her taking ways and reflect over her delightful 
sayings, now that they cannot see her happy face, neither listen to her 
mellow voice as in the past, yet “Earth hath no sorrow that Heaven cannot 
heal.” Could they but see their loved one now, away yonder in the 
Kingdom of God standing before the throne, arrayed in spotless white, 
in her hand a golden harp on which she plays while her sweet, heaven- 
tuned voice sings the song that the ransomed sing, “Unto Him who loved 
us, and washed us in His own precious blood!” 

Ah! methinks there would be no more tears shed for her whom angels 
have taken away from these changing scenes of time to be with Jesus Christ 
her Saviour, so that we’ll say to dear, sweet Nellie, “Good night! We'll 
meet thee in the morning. ” 

Written at the request of my friend, Jaines Frew. 
At sea, 2/2/10. 


Jy 
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AN AFFLICTED FRIEND. 
Psalm 84. 10. 


WERE I this night where Morven peaks 
Stand high in winter garb arrayed, 
I would not wait for Sol’s bright streaks 
To light my path ere forth I strayed. 
Down through yon glen my way would wend 
T’ ward Loch a Choire’s peaceful shore, 
Where I would find my old-time friend 
Mourning for her who is no more. 


Seas may divide us while we go, 
You on your way and I on mine, 
But naught can quench kind thoughts which flow 
From heart to heart’s most sacred shrine. 
Where treasured scenes of long ago 
Remain unchanged by fleeting years 
To soothe us in the hour of woe 
When present sorrows bring sad tears. 


Dear friend of mine, how good you’ ve been 
When sorrow plunged me near despair 
Ye came to help me, ’twas unseen, 
Only by Him who reigns up there. 
May He who witnessed thy kind deed 
Be pleased to comfort thee and thine; 
He hears my prayer while I plead, 
That through thy grief His face might shine 


That angel form, wont to preside 
Within thy home, God took away 
To take her place by His own side 
In realms of bliss beyond life’s day, 
In presence of her Saviour dear 
In whom down here she had her trust; 
Now though her tomb to thee be near, 
Blest souls ne’er sleep down in the dust. 


As mother tenderly enfolds 
Her sleeping infant to her breast, 

The grave thy loved one slumbering holds 
Securely in that hallowed rest ; 

Till in that morn the trumpet sound 
Awake her in His likeness bright, 

Then, friend, may we like her be found 
Worthy Christ’s spotless robe so white. 


S.S. 


“SICILIAN, ” 
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Fair be the flowerets which may grow 
Over the mound where she’s asleep ; 
But fairer far than they we know 
Those angels which their vigils keep 
In silence there, where ye and yours 
Oft come to say, “More fair was she 
Whose soul to Heaven thy soul allures 
Where she is waiting now for thee. ” 


Have we not heard our parents say, 
When growing toward their eventide, 

That they would rather dwell one day 
Within God’s courts than here abide. 

And when we think how sweet they were 


Throughout their lives, now that they’ re gone 


To be with Christ, His joy to share, 
Oh, would we linger here alone? 


We're not alone! His chastening rod 
Shows that He is with us in His love 
While on our journey o’er life’s road 
Afflictions make us look above 
Toward the fair Emmanuel Land 
Where sickness never come, nor pain; 
Oh, may we let Him hold our hand, 
Until up there we’ ll meet again ! 


Tho’ still this side the harbour bar 
We yet must further onward sail; 
The happy haven is not far 
Where they await our barque to hail. 
Then, oh, what meetings on that strand 
Where we’ ll recall the times of old, 
While ransomed hosts around us stand 
And seraphs play on harps of gold! 


Ah, friend, this night tho’ seas divide 
Me from that land I love and thee, 
Some day I’ ll wander to thy side, 
What joy t’ would give thy face to see! 
We know we’ll meet, “’ 
When we have done with scenes of time, 
We'll raise our voice in that new song 
When dwelling in yon home sublime. 


Written with deepest sympathy of an old-time friend. 


At sea, for Philadelphia, Penn., U.S.A. 
7/1/08. 


twill not be long, ” 
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ANOTHER FRIEND CALLED AWAY. 
“The glory of the Lord shall be thy reward” (Isa. 58. 8). 


Ou, sad, sad news has come to-day, 
News which brought many tears, 

Here from our midst is taken away 
A loving friend of years. 


The poor one’s help, the orphan’s stay, 
The wanderer had her ear ; 

The mourner’s grief she did allay, 
And caused the downcast cheer. 


Serene her presence, pure her soul, 
Oh, genial was her heart ! 

He in whose name she did the whole 
Knew she played well her part. 


Her honoured life, wrote on time’s page, 
Was not an idle dream, 

And yet ’twas shown at every stage 
She had His help supreme. 


We all shall miss now from that place 
Wise counsels and kind hand, 

And stately form so full of grace, 
Which did respect command. 


Nobly she did her task complete, 
So now to her is given 

An everlasting calm retreat 
Within His courts in Heaven. 


She’s gone, she’s gone, our loved one’s gone! 
We ll see her face no more, 

Until our earthly work is done 
And we meet on yon shore. 


Oh, hallowed is that Highland glen, 
Where she’s in sweet repose ; 

"Tis sheltered by yon lofty ben, 
Arrayed in winter snows. 


But why should we dejected weep 
Now that she’s crossed the bourn? 
After night’s past she’ ll wake from sleep 
To greet us that bright morn. 


& 
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Ah, yes, with many of our love, 
Who now await us there 

Till Jesus takes us up above, 
Where we their joy shall share. 


Lovey in life, beautiful in death, peaceful her repose. Always beloved 
of the beloved was she for whom we sadly mourn because she has been 
taken away from us. My countrywoman, yea, kinswoman, whom I 
esteemed above many of those noble women of her age and time, of whom 
now but few are left. Venerable, lovable, generous and sincere, truly 
Christ-like was she whom I respected, honoured, and revered next to her 
long-life companion of years, that is my own aged and beloved mother, 
who scan this latter breach as doth none other. 

We deeply sympathise with the bereaved sister, son, daughters, grand- 
children, and many friends, commending them to follow on doing good as 
she had done, everything they can in name and for love of Jesus Christ, our 
Saviour and Master. / 


Until Hé comes to loose that band 

Which binds frail life to this time’s strand; 
’*Twillfsoon break, then in yon fair land 

Ag we'll grasp her loving hand. 


This, my little tribute to her, I forward for the kind acceptance of her 
bereaved daughter, recalling kindness of the past, friendship of to-day, 
and most sincerest good wishes for a peaceful and tranquil future till we 
meet beyond life’s river. 


HARBOUR OF PoRTLAND Maine, U.S.A. 10/12/10. 


AFTER A DAY OF PLEASANTNESS. 


“The works of the Lord are great, sought out of all them that have pleasure 
therein” (Psa. 111. 2). 


ANOTHER day of such down here 

As makes me feel God’s presence near, 
Same as when in a pleasant dream 

The forms of loving friends are seen 

So real, that when we do awake, 
Finding the fellowship must break, 

Our disappointment smarts us keen, 

And still we’re glad the dream has been. 
Thus do I feel Him here to-night, 
Giving my soul supreme delight, 

While kneeling down at evening prayer, 
Thanking Him for His love and care. 
Kind friends, fair scenes, all pleasures given 
To cheer me here, absent from Heaven; 
He knows what my tongue can’t explain, 
Blessed be His Holy Name.—Amen. 


167 GorGiE Roan, 
EDINBURGH. 5/4/Ole 
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AN ACROSTIC TO A FRIEND. 
“These things write we unto you, that your joy may be full” (1 John 1. 4). 
My dear young friend, this scribbled line 


M ight help to bring fresh to your M ind 
I promised you in days “lang syne” 
I f ye would ever feel Inclined 
S ending me your “autograph book, ” 
S o that I would with utmost S peed 
S ee it, and for a blank page look; 
S uch page I’d fill could I S ucceed 
D ivert thy thoughts to lines of mine, 
D evised to grace, not to D isdain. 
Oh, then, send that sweet book of thine 
O ver the sea, and ye’ ll O btain 
R esponse in writing on the same; 
R emember, all I give to R ead 
I s given in the Master’s Name, 
Inscribed it thus shall be Indeed, 
S incerely meaning all for thee. 
S oothe thee it shall as you can S ee, 
F ar away from us tho’ you be; 
F urther my pray’r this moment Flee, 
A sking His presence from above. 
A llure thine heart aye to A spire 
L ight of His countenance in love, 
L ead thee by music of His L yre, 
L isten to that sweet sound each day, 
L et it accompany thy L ay, 
A ttuned that holy angels may 
A rise, bearing that song A way; 
N o child of grace who sing His praise 
N eeds dread to travel on till N ight. 
*M ongst changing scenes their Psalms they raise, 
M indful of His great power and M ight ; 
O nward they go, their cares are laid 
On Him, commanding they O bey. 
N or need they fear, they know what’s said, 
“N one perish that Him trust.” Ah, N ay! 


T hough thousand ills encompass round 
T heir path through life, tho’ foes might T race, 
R ejoice they shall, since they have found 


R efuge in Him who rules their R ace. 
E ach passing hour they know so well 

E xtracts from time which soon must E nd, 
A nd then the joy no tongue can tell 

A waits where they with Christ A scend. 


L ovely young friend, ye know it all, 
L earned in thy youth ’ twill not thee L eave. 
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C harmed tho’ earth’s riches round thee fall, 


C hoose ye that which shall to thee C leave; 
A lone through life thy way aye take, 

Ah, Christ will not leave thee A lone. 
N one in this world will He forsake, 

N or in the next, He parts with N one. 
Ah, then, dear friend, give Him thy heart, 

A lIthough ye lay all else A side, 
D o let His Word be thy true chart, 

D oubt not the truths which some D eride, 
A nd since ye choose the better part, 

A ll blessings will with thee A bide. 


Miss Doris F. Allan, Montreal, Canada. 


WITH the sincerest regards of the author, who shall always recall with 
pleasant memories the merry happy time spent on board here on the voyage 
from Portland Maine, U.S.A., to the Islands of Bermuda. May you 
rest assured that the Great Pilot is always with you while sailing over the 
sea of life till we meet in yon calm haven in the morning. Ever your 
friend. 


S 5, SICILIAN.2 Homeward bound from Bermuda. 
At sea, 11/12/08. 


ON CRAMOND BRIDGE. 


“Bringing back to memory, days of long ago. ” 


I stoop on the Cramond Bridge 

And gazed away t’ ward yon ridge 

For aught which might bear the stamp 

Of scenes laid in that old tale, 

When “Howieson” with his flail 

Chased bold gipsies back to camp 

After their attempt to fleece 

The “Guidman of Ballengeich, ” 

None less than King guised on tramp. 

Ah, none could be seen to-day, 

Old time has them swept away ; 

Same as “Almond” dust doth swamp 

All, long since borne out from sight, 

No more to return to light 

While nature’s myth shines her lamp. 

And still, how oft we repair 

To be all attention there, 

Where others that legend vamp ? 

To-day how gladly I’d hear 

It retold by sage or seer, 

But brief time bids me decamp. 
C&RSMOND BRIDGE, ' 

OVER THE RIVER ALMOND, 5/4/01. 


Will pou Trust him Tosnight? 


Tune—TRUST. 
“* Blessed is the man that maketh the Lord his trust.”—Psalm 40-1. 
Words and Music by DUNCAN MCINTOSH. 
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GERTRUDE’S BOOK. 
“A book of remembrance” (Matt. 3. 16). 


Tus book belonged to the loved one that’s gone 
Away up home to those realms of the blest ; 
Since she departed ye oft feel alone, 
And wish ye also could share her sweet rest. 
Ah, friend, ’tis God’s will ye should longer stay, 
To do for Him something that must be done 
By none other than thee, here on life’s way, 
Where ye must labour ere yon crown is won. 
Now she is no longer here, God took her, wiped her tear, but we'll meet 


her in the morning. 
At sea, 26/9/11. 


GREYFRIARS’ “BOBBY.” 
All should see this fitting memorial. 


Poor little “Bobby,” when thy master died 
And was laid in the lonely grave, 

Ye would not partake of what they supplied, 
Tho’ for thy welfare all did crave. 

No, thine instinct taught thee then he was gone, 
Thine own master and friend, the best, 

Who never had left thee for once alone, 
In his absence ye could not rest. 

Ah, faithful little one, who has not heard 
How thy friendship and his were bound 

So closely that to his tomb ye repaired 
And remained till dead ye were found ? 

Alas, little “Bobby,” naught could atone 
For the absence of him asleep; 

But to be with him, yea, o’er his gravestone, 
Ye faithful, your last watch did keep. 


STANDING by the fountain memorial to Greyfriars’ “Bobby” at the entrance 
to old Greyfriars’ Cemetery, Edinburgh, 16th April, 1901. 


THE MAIDS OF BUTE. 
Landmarks which Recall the Happy Past. 


LONG may ye rest there, “Maids of Bute, ” 
At peace with ’selves, man, bird, and brute; 
Even if some your pose refute 

In parley often, hot, acute, 

Ye their discussions won’t dispute, 

But, like wise women, remain mute. 


On board of the “Lord of the Isles,” passing the far-famed rocks “Maids 
of Bute,” 20th May, 1901. 
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BIBLE OR NOVEL READERS. 
“Seek ye out of the Book of the Lord” (Isa. 34. 16). 


KEEP ye the high-born youth who, by the hour, 
Seek instructions in the idle novel; 
But give me him whose Bible is his dower, 
He’ll prove best tho’ reared in lowly hovel. 
8/12/10. 


OUR GAELIC TONGUE. 
“Sound speech, which cannot be condemned” (Titus 2. 8). 


AH, ‘twas my first language, and used quite young 
In reading and praying and Zion’s song; 
By it dear father told his faith so strong, 
And fond mother in it corrected wrong, 
That, oh, I lov’d to hear it all along! 
Wherever I get good people among, 
Who by it God’s praise so sweetly have sung, 
As we’ ll continue till off the last rung, 
And we find us mingling with yon bright throng, 
Singing that new song in our Gaelic tongue. 
I atways think that I shall feel everlastingly grateful to God for His 
special favour to me in His having so kindly decreed I should have been 
born to Scottish Highland and Christian parents, who from their own 


sincerest piety instructed me in their piously Gaelic tongue. 
SiS2 ISICIETANees At sea, 5/12/10. 


A GREAT MAN. 
“Thy gentleness hath made me great” (Psa. 18. 35). 


GREAT in stature, a man of parts, 
Perfect his knowledge of the arts, 

Far travelled, and with views so broad, 
Noble, withal a man of God. 


AT Dunoon, 


ARGYLLSHIRE. 20/5/01. 


A THORN IN THE FLESH. 
2 Corinthians 12. 7. 


SATAN’S acute buffeting pedagogue, 

Aye on the alert and ready to flog 

Our mortal frame, when forgetful agog 

Doth things which our progress to Heaven would clog 
When evil time hath us caught in its mesh; 

How good for our soul there springs up afresh 

The spirit within to chastise and thresh 


This depressing imp, the thorn in the flesh. 
At sea, 18/11/12. 
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FAMILY WORSHIP ‘AND BREAKFAST. 


“Worship God” (Rev. 19. 10). “They did eat their meat with gladness’ 
(Acts 11. 46). 


Ir we did not feed the body, 

The grave would soon become its goal, 
Nor should we forget to study 

The Word by which is fed our soul. 
And we must also remember 

That He for both good food supply, 
Oft as we in His Name assemble 

He’ ll pour His blessings from on high. 


I have found it so since it was made plain to me of my 
being one of the “Whosoever. ” 


’ 


GORGIE Roap, 
EDINBURGH. 6/4/01. 


A WHILE WITH THE MASTERS. 


“The men went up and viewed” (Joshua 7. 2). 


On the line and off the line, 
And all round about, 

Paintings most exquisitely find 
Are on display throughout. 

Some of sky, sea, and rural scenes, 
And even Highland moss ; 

But to me the best ’mongst them seems 
Is “Jesus on the Cross. ” 


In the “National Gallery of Scotland, ” 
Princes Street, Edinburgh. 6/4/01. 


THE FAMED SHEPHERD BOY. 


“The Lord took me as I followed the flock, and the Lord said unto me, 

Go, prophesy” (Amos 7. 15). 

Hap he but lived till twice his age 

How large would be his written page, 

And yet his time he did engage 

So well, that short tho’ was life’s stage 

He earned the honoured name of sage ; 

A name so pure without alloy, 

All honour to the “Shepherd Boy” 

Who chose those gifts naught could destroy— 

Wisdom, knowledge, and Heavenly joy. 


At the grave of Alexander Murray, D.D., the self-learned 
“Shepherd Boy” of Dunkirteric, Galloway. 


GREYFRIARS’ CEMETERY, 
EDINBURGH. 6/4/01. 
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NORTH QUEENSFERRY. 
One of Scotia’s Beauty Spots. 


AT this place you think wonders never cease, 
Only three inches between this and Leith, 

Though miles apart be they. How the decrease! 
Just see! Inch Garvie, Inch Meckery, Inch Keith. 


At QUEENSFERRY. 5/4/01. 


SEEING THEM BUILDING A LIGHTHOUSE. 
“Let your light so shine” (Matt. 5. 16). 


Masons, use the power ye command, 
Raise that lighthouse, stay not your hand; 
Build it strongly so as ’twill stand, 
Should it be white, striped, or with band; 
But light it by your magic wand 

To warn mariners off that land 

Ere in the darkness their good ship strand. 


While watching them at the new Lighthouse being built on 
Inch Garvie. 
5/4/01. 


A CONTRAST IN THE CHOICE OF DRINKS. 
“So thou shalt give the congregation and their beasts drink” (Num. 20. 8). 


WHILE our good driver visited “Hawes Inn, ” 
Some others to suck oranges begun ; 

The guard, Will, and I took lemon juice with bun, 
The horses to the water trough did run. 


Sitting by the Hawes Inf, 
Queensferry. 5/4/01. 


WAITING TILL THE MORNING DAWN. 
John 14. 31. 

LovELy was she who sleeps beneath 
This stone, which bears her name; 

Her soul awaits in realms of peace 
Till Christ her form reclaim. 

When on that morn He shall appear, 
His own to recompense, 

How sweet ’ twill be for her to hear, 
“Arise, let us go hence. ” 


Picture Post Card to Miss Margaret M ‘Phail. 


My DEAR YouNG FRIEND,—Many thanks for photo of your dear mother’s 
grave at Pennyfure. Fond regards to all,—From your friend in Him. 


PHILADELPHIA, 24/9/12. 


to 
to 
bo 


THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 


THE TITANIC. 
epupercd shipwreck” (2 Cor. 11. 25). 


T HEY thought the great ship was unsinkable, 

I n their capacity all were so brave ; 

T o think them now gone ’tis lamentable, 

And yet how peaceful they sleep ‘neath the wave! 
N ot one could o’ercome the inevitable, 

I t but proves there’s just One invincible— 

C hrist Jesus, who conquers both wave and grave. 


RIVER MERSEY. 17/10/12. 


MOTHER—ACROSTIC. 


Isaiah 6. 13. 
M y thoughts are of Him and thee, M other ; 
Oh, ye’re far away, but the O ther 
T alks such comfort when the homesick T ear 
H e sees falling, saying, “I am H ere, 
E ven thy mother’s God, from morn till E ve, 
R eunite thee I shall, and both R eceive. 


At sea, 29/10/12. 


AT DR. GUTHRIE’S CHURCH. 
Philippians 2. 16. 


WE could not but 
Admire the house, 
Think of the man 
Who did denounce 
All but God’s plan; 
Sweetly obeying, 
Since He did scan, 
Preaching and praying 
Throughout life’s span. 


STANDING By ST. JOHN’s FREE CHURCH, 


GUTHRIE’S, EDINBURGH. 4/4/01. 
MEMORIES. 

“The former troubles are forgotten” (Isa. 65. 16). “Son, remember” 
(Luke 16. 25.) 


How sweetly God had it decree, 
Heaven and earth in this agree, 
That in both places pain’s forgot, 
While joy from memory parteth not. 


On the Stage Coach going to Queensferry and Forth Bridge. 
5/4/01. 
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SCOTLAND’S MOTTO—IN ACROSTIC. 


“Nemo Me Impune Lacessit, ” 


“N EMO me impune lacessit !” 
E ver our motto in deposit, 
M ore fitting sentence could not be 
On Scotland’s shield ’neath banner free. 


*M ongst other nations none like this 
E denic homeland crowned with bliss; 


Invigorating heath-clad hills, 

M ountains whose peaks the ethereal frills, 
P os’d as when God gave the command 

U nrivalled in beauty to stand, 

N ourished by Him by all revered, 

E ach of thy sons hold thee endeared. 


L oyal, sincere thy daughters are, 

A h, how enchanting thy folklore! 

C ountry where covenanting sires 

E xpounded truths which ne’er expires ; 
S tronghold and shelter thou, our land, 
S hall prove to all, kept by God’s hand; 
Inspiring thy thistle and pine, 

T hrice blessed emblem and motto thine. 


Written after hearing a very complimentary remark on my country’s motto. 
“Facal Suaicheantais no dhuthcha. ” 


On THE ATLANTIC OCEAN. 5/11/12. 


OBAN BAY. 
“Desired haven” (Psa. 107. 30). 


OBAN Bay, loveliest waterway 
For steam and sailing craft, 

Enter they may without delay 
Whatever be their draft ; 

And if from storms a refuge seek, 
’Tis found in the “Horse Shoe, ” 
Where they may stay a day, a week, 

And find the shelter due, 

Until has pass’d the stormy blast, 
When they their anchor heave, 
Tho’ they would rather keep it cast 

There aye, so wae to leave. 


PULPITHILL, OBAN. 12/10/12. 
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SCOTLAND’S REGALIA. 
“Thine is the Kingdom, O Lord” (1 Chron. 29. 11). 


THE guarded archway past, we halt 
Within the grand Imperial vault 

Which has in its keep, with lockfast gate, 
The royal symbols of the State— 

Crown, septre, orb, and all ensigns, 
Complete superbly their designs, 

Badges most gorgeous of their kind 

None more magnificent could find. 

Gold, diamonds, pearls, and many a gem 
Worthy dear Scotland’s diadem, 

All clustered here, bejewel wrought, 
Truly have been with great sum bought, 
The blood of heroes who had fought 
When they their country’s freedom sought, 
And this they gained by shield and sword, 
With Highland chief and Lowland lord, 
Leading throughout on battlefield 

Brave followers that would not yield 

To foemen, whosoe’ er they were, 

That would the combat with them dare. 
On land and sea, wherever tried, 

Their prowess could not be denied ; 

Thus on their escutcheons emblazoned 
Deeds time has not erased nor lessened. 


Ah, if aught did those symbols harm, 
Not one patriot but would arm 

Beneath that flag, revered of old, 

Whose sign is Lion Rampant, bold, 

And mustering battalia 

Defending our Regalia, 

In which our forefathers took such pleasure, 
We, their children, shall aye treasure, 
Urging upon the coming race 

Have these enshrined in this same place, 
The chief city of our kingdom, 

Wisely chosen, not at random, 

But with mutual approbation 

And full sanction of the nation, 

Since the Union with the other, 

Keeps us like sister with brother. 


While thus united, we’ ll not cease 

To aim at bringing love and peace; 
Never half-hearted, faint, nor feigning, 
But loyal to the monarchs reigning, 
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If they be of that lineage bred, 

Who wore this crown upon their head, 
Acknowledging God’s law always, 
Defenders of the Protestant faith, 
Assailing all who that refute. 

Yo their own credits with astute 

We thank God our Court’s not feeble, 
‘Tis the glory of the people, 

Their rulers being chaste and pure, 
That they themselves must be demure ; 
For to gain good fame perpetual, 

We must love well and spiritual. 


‘These lustrous jewels sparkle now, 
Radiant as when on fair brow 
Of kings and queens, who each in turn 


Came, reigned, then passed beyond the bourne. 


Yet still on record is their name, 

With an appendage of their fame, 

Which show they were as we are, mortal, 
While on this side of death’s dark portal; 
But we here hope that they do own 

Up yonder an immortal crown. - 


We'll leave this scene with memories fraught 


Of what to-day we have been taught, 
What this world gives of gaudery gain 
Is naught than fickle, feint, and feign 
When it doth not help us device 
Secure that “Pearl of greatest price.” 
This circlet which man’s brow adorned 


Makes me think of Christ’s crown of thorns; 


The sceptre here minds me that rod 
Appointed is and moved by God. 

Earth represented by this mound 

But prove here is no solid ground. 
These other decorations grand 

Assures me I’m still in the land 

Where moments in succession fly 

And sons of men are born to die, 

Each speeding onward t’ ward the grave, 
Be he prince, peasant, or poor slave. 


But Thou, O God, dost ever reign, 
Thy subjects trust Thee not in vain; 
Of whom it never can be said, 

This was His crown, but He is dead. 
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That royal sceptre held by Thee 

Bears sway o’er all the eye can see ; 
Worlds were, worlds are, and worlds to be 
But come and go at Thy decree. 

And yet, tho’ high Thy heavenly throne, 
We know Thine eyes are usward prone, 
Beholding, heeding each appeal 

Sent from Thy footstool where we kneel 
In prayer to Thee, who spurns them not 
Whether from palace or from cot ; 

The soul’s desire upward takes wing 
Toward Thy courts, our Lord and King, 
Where no poor mortal can encroach, 
And still with boldness may approach 
Through our blest Advocate that stands 
Pleading for us, His nail-torn hands 
Shows what our ransom cost Him here— 
The Prince of Peace, our Saviour dear, 
Who, in His mansion there, prepare 

For us a robe and garland rare, 

To wear through all eternity, 

When all earth’s crowns forgotten be. 


WRITTEN IN THE CROWN Room, 


EDINBURGH CASTLE. 


THE DOGS’ CEMETERY. 


4/4/01. 


HERE we stood for a while with thoughts of the far-travelled faithful pets 


of the brave men who did not disdain 


To come down to this silent plot 

And choose therein a little spot, 
Which he would in his memory jot 
While life would last; for was it not 
In that selected span of ground 
Forever after would be found 

In keeping ’neath the grassy mound 
His favourite “Rover” sleeping sound ? 
Where others of his kind append, 
There Scotia’s bravest sons defend 
Those places over which they bend 
And softly speak, oft as they mend 
From where sleeps man’s most faithful friend. 


Nothing could appeal to me more than seeing these places being cared for, 
for sake of the once sagacious little fellows that followed their masters over 


many a weary march in yon lands afar. 


EDINBURGH CASTLE, 


Written at the Dogs’ Cemetery. 


4/4/01, 
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AT QUEEN MARY’S ROOM. 
Where I Spoke of the Three Queens of Immortal Memory. 


Mary, gentle and most beautiful; 
Elizabeth, strong and dutiful; 

Victoria, the good, loved, adored— 
Three great queens all time shall record. 


HoLtyroop PAaAtace, 
EDINBURGH. 4/4/01. 


ON PLEASURE BENT. 
“The lines are fallen unto me in pleasant places” (Psa. 14. 6). 


Why should they say that in this life 
There’s naught but worry, pain, and strife, 
So little pleasure to be found 
Whilst marching Eternity bound ? 
My God, since I awoke this morn 
Till now, at evening’s return, 
Hast Thou not given me to bear 
Blessings which shall to me adhere, 
And pleasures if to name each one 
T’ would keep relating till night ran 
And far on in the coming day, 
The half would not be in array? 
But, Lord, Thou knowest well to-night 
How my glad heart beats with delight 
For all Thou givest me to scan 
As a reminder Thou dost plan 
Each step I.take where’er I be 
It is thyself that leadeth me. 
In gratitude to my father yonder and my beloved friends whom He hath 


been pleased to give me here. The Lord make His face shine on them 
ever and always. 


GORGIE Roab, 
EDINBURGH. 4/4/01. 


AT W. & A. K. JOHNSTON’S OFFICES. 
“The world is mine, and the fullness thereof” (Psa. 50. 12). 


’Tis here you see to think, and think to see, 
Near and far lands as they before you be 
On neat canvas mapped, mete to a degree, 
God’s word-made universe—sky, land, and sea. 
In view of the grand display of globes, maps, charts, and the many other 


interesting things on display in this grand place, which should be seen by 
all who visit our lovely Edina. 


EDINBURGH. 5/4/01, 
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THE YOUNG MAN WE MET IN DARNLEY’S 
ROOM. 


“Teaching and admonishing one and another” (Col. 3. 16). 


YOUNG man, we now must say good-bye, 
I know not but you are a spy, 

Seeing you are so observant ; 

But this I know, you are a servant 

True and faithful to your master 

Who would land you in disaster, 

For now your on the road to Hell, 

This your foul language prove and tell 
Me here if it brings you much gain 
Expatiating so profane. 


I beg of you, look straight at me 

And listen while I urge on thee 

To think how near might be the goal 
Where ye must render up thy soul 

To God who now controls thy breath 

And holds the keys of life and death. 

Oh, say, ere I let go thy hand, 

Will you, young friend, let God command 
From now thy being, soul and heart, 

Thy doings all in every part, 

Thine hands, thine ears, thine eyes, thy tongue, 
While life lasts, be that short or long ? 


Ye shall! Oh, may the Holy Spirit 
Help you Jesus’ “well done” merit ; 

And as ye move in storm or calm, 

Oh, may you see His wounded palm 
Stretched out to show you what it cost 
Him save thy soul from being lost. 

Now from this hour you'll go your way, 
And I’ll go mine, but on that day 

May we both meet and say, “All’s well!” 
Till then, God keep you, fare thee well! 


We met in the Palace and parted near the gate. May the moment never 
come to either of us when we shall forget the meeting and the parting on 
this day. God ever keep him. 


EDINBURGH. 4/4/01. 
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RETURNING FROM A SOLDIER’S FUNERAL. 
“Dead, yet shall he live” (John 11. 25). 


THE bugle sounded the “Last Post, ” 
The volley o’er him fired, 

The dust became their comrade’s host, 
As nature this required. 

Oh, slowly now they do appear, 
While t’ ward yon barracks bend 

Their march, with carriage which did bear 
Their companion, messmate, friend, 

To that lone camp on the hillside. 
Ah, who amongst them know 

The next t’ward whom Death’s pale form stride, 
To halt his “Sentry Go?” 


WriTTEN while standing by the corner of Queen’s Park watching a 
detachment of the “Scots Greys,” with gun-carriage, returning from the 
funeral of a comrade. To me it seemed a most sorrowful and touching 


procession. 


EDINBURGH. 4/4/01. 


AT THE GRAVE OF ROBERT FERGUSON, 
THE POET. 


“Awaiting the Coming of his Lord. ” 


RESTING in silence ’neath that mound, 
Which can quite easily be found 

By all who thitherward repair, 

Since “Robert Burns,” poet, of Ayr, 
Had raised up to his brother bard 

This ornate stone in setting hard; 

Quite sure to last while years shall roll, 
With inscription on polished scroll 

To show posterity a man, 

One of the noblest of his clan, 

Had been and seen this world of art, 
Played well his piece and then depart 
To be with God, whom he did please, 
And crowned him with immortal wreath. 
Then so that all who come might know it, 
“Rab” placed the stone over the poet, 
And I sincerely, with concern, 

Now lay this garland o’er his cairn. 


WRITTEN at the grave of Robert Ferguson, the bard, so well beloved. 


EDINBURGH. 4/4/01. 
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JOHN KNOX’S HOUSE AND CHURCH. 
“The house of the righteous shall stand” (Prov. 12. 7). 


My friend, ye need not try to coax 
Me from this place, where dwelt John Knox, 
Till I make observation. 
Several centuries have ran 
Since this famed house some man did plan, 
And built it on sound foundation. 
Substantial from base to roof, 
As there it stands, the confirmed proof, 
In no need of renovation. 
Oh, glad am I now to have seen 
The fitting place it must have been 
For leader of the Reformation. 
Ah, yes, and foremost in the van, 
Who never feared the face of man, 
Had the Lord’s own approbation. 


With Him he wrestled, and did cry, 
“Oh, give me Scotland, or I die, 

Let our land have Thy salvation!” 
God heard him, let His name be praised, 
Our national covenants were raised 

To all good men’s exaltation. 

And tho’ some thought this could be wrought 
Out of existence, yea, quite brought 
To complete annihilation. 
Until their aim offensive came 
*Gainst those who did the Covenants frame, 

Then they viewed the situation, 

Which showed them that their venomed foe 
Were up in arms, both high and low, 
Had bowed their excruciation. 


Then what was done in our fair land 
To yon small Covenanting band, 
Who suffered such deprivation, 
Shall never more forgotten be 
Until hath vanished earth and sea, 
With all end to tribulation. 
But, oh, just leave me here alone 
Awhile to meditate upon 
This ancient habitation, 
Where dwelt the great heart of that strife, 
Whose prayers and preaching aye were rife 
With heavenly animation. 
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To busy man, careless or drone, 

Came they from cottage, hall, or throne, 
He gave fervent exhortation ; 
Aye, from that window of this house, 

How oft he gave out his discourse 
With the holy inspiration ! 

How many who then heard his voice 

Repented, making Christ their choice, 
To their eternal jubilation? 

Oh, did he pass just there the whiles, 

‘Or on his last visit to St. Giles 
To give final supplication 

Which caused his followers weep sore, 

Since they would see his face no more, 
Being the eve of his translation ; 

When Jesus, whom he did so love, 

Would come to take him up above 
*Mongst angelic salvation, 

And that of those past fire and blood, 

At last safe home beyond the flood 
We’ ll meet at that convocation 

Where time is not measured by years, 

Nor sorrow come to bring sad tears, 
Nor can there be separation, 

But evermore with that bright throng, 

With golden harp and heavenly song, 
Our theme, Jesus’ adoration. 


STANDING BY THE HousE oF JOHN Knox, 
CANONGATE, EDINBURGH. 4/4/01, 


AT THE NATIONAL BIBLE SOCIETY OF 
SCOTLAND’S OFFICES. 


“From you sounded out the Word of the Lord; ... in every place your 
faith to Godward is spread abroad” (1 Thess. 1. 8). 


I THOUGHT how many, by God’s grace, 

Had reason for to bless this place, 

For Bibles bought here and given 

To teach them how to get to Heaven ; 

Not alone here in our dear land, 

But beyond seas on every strand. 

Whatever be their tongue or race, 

May have this gem for to embrace ; 

And which all time gives them that pleasure 
Which takes eternity to measure. 


St, ANDREW SQUARE, 
EDINBURGH. 5/4/01. 
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JENNY GEDDES’ PEW. 
“None but Christ could satisfy. ” 


BRAVE Jenny Geddes! Here I picture thee 
Sitting down, peaceful worshipper to be, 
Till the cleric began thy creed to fool, 

Then up ye got, casting at him thy stool 
With challenges, which echo round us here 
So truly as if ye to-day were near 

On this same spot, from which ye dared defy 


He who tried yon strange doctrine then apply. 


Ah! Jenny, woman, that action of thine 

Is ever cherished here while thy name shine ; 
When false dogmas our tenets would control, 
We oft wish for such as thee and thy stool. 


IN ST. GILES’ CATHEDRAL, 
EDINBURGH. 


DOUBT. 
“Wherefore did’st thou doubt” (Matt. 14. 31). 


DovustT came to me often, but on the whole 
Grace kept me from having it long repair ; 
Like a bird of passage across my soul 
It came flittering, but not to linger there. 
Oft, as in my own weakness, I’d waver, 
Almost failing the suspicion to rout, 
Then in the Spirit would come my Saviour, 
And in his presence I never could doubt. 


4/4/01. 


My answer to a shipmate anxious to know whether I am ever being troubled 
with doubts as to the future. 


At sea, 12/12/11. 


BEN CROOKES. 
1 John 3. 14. 


DEAR brother Ben, 
Whose worth I ken, 
Thy praise I’d keep detailing ; 
May they prepare 
The best of fare 
All times for your availing 
To continue. 
Use good menu 
Wherever ye go sailing 
O’er ocean tide; 
Christ be thy Guide 
To keep thy soul regailing. 


16/11/11. 
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FATHER’S LETTER. 
“This letter cometh to you” (2 Kings 10. 2). 


NExT to my Bible there is something I hold 
Treasured and guarded, though faded and old, 
For its author prayed me into the fold 

Of yon place, whose heirs own better than wold; 
It’s free from libel, it’s simple, yet bold, 

Yea, it’s counsels value more than pure gold, 
For when I fee] weak they help to uphold, 
Though my tears flow freely when I unfold 

The token, with maxims which he did mould. 
My own loving father whom all extolled, 

His keepsake I’ ll have till death leaves me cold, 
And my soul hath gained that pearly threshold 
Up there with Jesus his face I behold. 

*Mongst seraphs I’ ll thank him ten thousandfold 
For this, which on earth I would not have sold, 
That’s father’s letter of which you’ ve been told. 


At sea, 12/12/11. 


FRANK JESS. 
1 John 3. 14. 


DEAR brother Jess, 
I must confess 
The sea was sometimes rough ; 
Nevertheless 
This I’ 1] express . 
Ye are a sailor tough, 
Ready to go, 
Blow high or low, 
And not to feed the fishes ; 
In calm or gale, 
Where’er ye sail, 


Ye aye have my good wishes. 
16/11/11. 


THE MAN WHO CARED NOT. 
“Persuading them concerning Jesus” (Acts 28. 23). 


I wouLp not be him, of whom I’ ve been told, 
For all the stars thrice reckoned up in gold; 
No, rather would I suffer death fourfold 
Than to be found indifferently and cold 

T’ ward those seeking the way to Jesus’ fold. 


PHILADELPHIA. 21/3/12. 
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HELEN POPE. 
Luke 10. 20. 


“Hair to the owner of this book!” 
Exclaimeth all who at it look; 

Line after line, page after page, 
Enchantment lends at every stage. 

Nor would I here forget to add, 

Perusing it hath made me glad; 

Oh, keep it while with life ye cope, 

Past this you’ ll have your name, I hope, 
Engraved in God’s Book—“Helen Pope. ” 


Orr CAPE RACE. 18/11/11. 


TO OUR GOOD SURGEON. 
“God is able to make all grace abound toward you” (2 Cor. 9. 8). 


WHEN I was sick, so very sick 
That I thought God sent His chariot, 
Ye came, saw, thought quick as a tick, 
Prescribed the right aperient, 
Which acted well; ye knew it should 
Help me live longer in this vale. 
I thank thee, shipmate, kind and good, 
God guide you while life’s sea you sail. 
My Dear Dr. CasseLts,—Your friend the author will often think of our 
voyage over the sea together, and, let me say, often will think of your very 
interesting autograph in my “Sea Log” then; and always I shall fervently 
wish for you and yours the best of God’s choice blessings. Ever yours in 


the Great Physician and only Saviour, Jesus Christ. Till we meet in yon 
harbour bright and fair. 


At sea, 8/7/12. 


‘‘THE FOLLOWING OF THE STAR.’’ 
“We have seen His star” (Matt. 2. 2). 


Ou, follow Him near, not afar, 
That “Star of the Morning. ” 
Bless’d and happy the people are 
Whose souls’ bright adorning 
Is found in those eternal beams, 
Radiant, restoring. 
Of all earth’s joys naught sweeter seems 
Than yon “Star” adoring. 
Many thanks for perusal of this lovely book, “The Following of the Star. ” 
May you always remember that there is a Star which guides you freely over 


the sea of life, lightens your path in the valley, and leads you right into 
the sweet haven of eternal bliss; the Name of that Star is Jesus. 


At sea, 7/6/13. 
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“THE NAZARENE. ” 
“That in all things, He might have the pre-eminence” (Col. 1. 18). 
BEGIN ere the sun rise at early morn 
To tell me about all those that were born 
Into this world, and continue till night 
To narrate their doings, lovely and bright, 
The One whose deeds sends my heart all aflame 
Is Jesus, who was born at Bethlehem. 


At sea, 26/11/11. 
THE SEA OF DEATH. 


“The waves of death compassed me” (2 Sam. 22. 5). 


Au, black and stormy art thou, Sea of Death! 
Thou yet shall swallow my faltering breath 

After ye have parted the silver cord; 

But I shall have Christ, my Pilot, on board, 
Guiding me safely to where not one wave 

Of thine can roll upward yon shore to lave. 

Oh, then, come when thou wilt, I dread not thee, 
Since Jesus hath crossed o’er thee before me. 


WritTEN while passing through storm and tempest with our good ship 
“Mongolian” this night at sea. 8/12/11. 


AN EXHORTATION. 
Romans 14. 19. 
Go ye into all the world and tell 
The story of the Cross; it is well 
For thee who urge, and for them who hears 
Over again how He our sin bears; 
Yea, cleanses our soul from every stain, 
Giving peace, removing sorrow’s pain. 
Oh, then, brother, make the tidings plain, 
Until the happy haven ye gain! 
Orr Tory ISLE, 
IRELAND. 28/11/12. 


OUR GOOD SURGEON. 
“Stretching forth thine hand to save.” 


Goop shipmate, how I wish my quill 
Could write aught worthy of thy skill 
And gentleness toward all when ill, 
Administering drop or pill, 
Or binding wounds with such goodwill ; 
All heartily done, yet calm and still, 
’Tis this ye Jesus’ wish fulfil. 
At sea, 22/1/13. 
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LETTER WRITING. 
“They that handle the pen of the writer” (Judges 5. 14). 


To give the modus operandi 

In letter writing, all things handy 
Placed on well-polished, sloping desk, 
Beneath good light, then to your task 
In earnest, glad there’s to be had 
Portfolio and blotting pad, 

Ink bottle, clean, this do not lack 

To keep well filled with good “blue-black ;” 
A facile pen, which cause to ping 

Its nib of steel, gold, or goose wing. 

In moments when stopping to think 

Be careful ye don’t spill the ink, 

As this might leave what you have not 
On your good character—a blot. 

The quill dip lightly in the horn, 

Take care the paper is not torn 

When the same ye are in folding ; 

Give heed to how the pen ye’ re holding 
Lest some kind friend, then passing by, 
Receives the sharp point in the eye. 
Indeed, when writing any letter, 

If feeling nervous ’tis much better 

At such a time to be alone, 

Then lock the door till ye have done. 


Your notepaper—its style and size 

Just to your mind—pleasing the eyes; 
Neat, of course, with or without crest, 
Suiting thy means is always best, 

That rich and poor can comprehend 

And gladly say, “It’s from my friend. ” 
In centre, from top one inch clear, 
Begin with place, day, month, and year, 
Then to your left, beneath the same, 
Insert in full your good friend’s name ; 
To the right of this, with due adhering, 
Launch out real friendly and endearing ; 
"Neath this again, to left extreme, 
Continue that epistle serene, 

Holding at right angles the slip 

O’er which you wield the pen ye dip. 
Your lines all straight, and words upright, 
In flowing hand which shall delight 

The heart and soul of him or her 
Receiving it. Old memories stir 


THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 237 


Much as to think they’ re face to face 
With thee who did the pages grace. 


’Tis understood ye must be fond 

Of those with whom ye correspond, 

Whether in their old age or youth, 

Forget not aye to introduce 

Something sweet about our Saviour, 

Without this your brief won’t savour. 

Remember when in pious style, 

For reference they’ re kept on file ; 

If not inspired, then stop short, 

Ye have no message to report. 

Good writers never study ruse, 

Each word reveals good flowing truth ; 

They say that only the “fibber” 

Applies too frequently to rubber, 

And no ordinary appraiser 

Who wastes no time with ink erasure, 

And heartless those their name endorses 

Without adding at the foot some crosses, 

Which stands all time the emblem sweet 

Of what happens when true friends meet. 

Lastly, Genesis one and thirty, 

Verse forty-nine, makes ending hearty. 

When all best thoughts you have expressed, 

Then have the envelope addressed ; 

With brush—not by your tongue—then damp 

The corner ere ye fix the stamp. 

Make sure all’s neatly gummed, not lax, 

Ere ye apply the sealing wax, 

And to make sure it won’t get lost, 

Yourself must hand it to the post, 

Or if the post office be not far, 

For kindness you should drop it there, 

Feeling happy as the writer 

Of that which makes your dear friend brighter. 
At sea, 14/12/12. 


“THE TRINITY. ” 
“The Godhead bodily” (Col. 2. 9). 


Gop is unmeasurable Infinity ; 
Jesus Christ, Man, yet Supreme Divinity ; 
The Holy Ghost, absolute Serenity— 
These form the blessed, adorable Trinity. 
At sea, 9/12/11. 
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ISLAND OF NEWFOUNDLAND—IN ACROSTIC. 
“A Good New Year to One and All.” 


I t’s quite true the sun never stop 

S hining o’er our Empire in some spot, 

L egions of people, white, red, black, 

A ll heartily hail our dear old flag ; 

N one the less fervent their salute, 

D iverse tho’ their tongues which contribute. 


Oh, how we wish a Good New Year 
F or all in those lands, and this here! 


N ewfoundland Isle, found long ago, 

E ach loyal British subject know 
World-wide we have no greater regard 
F or aught that’s mapped upon the card 
O ’er seas than for her nearest home. 

U nto her shore we love to come, 

N ot alone for shelter when storms 

D estroy our ships; ah, no! her charms, 
L oved folks, and churches—God’s arbours— 
A ttract us, as doth her harbours. 

No one but knows how God only 

D aily blesses our first colony. 


With all Good Wishes for the New Year, 1914. 
St. JoHN’s, NEWFOUNDLAND. 


THE BABE OF BETHLEHEM. 
“Jesus was born at Bethlehem” (Matt. 2. 1). 


SOME speak of Jesus’ birth in the stable 

As if it was a Bethlehem fable, 

But that He was born there God enables 

Us here prove from this Book on the table, 
Where it’s laid in readiness unclasped. 

Ah, anything else might be left hasped 

But this precious Volume, an heirloom lapsed, 
Shows by its marked leaves how its truths are grasped ; 
And nothing within its pages hoary 

Is sweeter to know than Bethlehem’s story— 
The Birth of the Lamb, who died in gory, 
God’s Son, Jesus Christ, the King of glory. 
Will they continue that story denying ? 

Oh, foolish they are thus God defying! 

Better be found believing, relying, 

Ere ’tis too late when on deathbed lying, 
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When Jordan’s chill waves give the last warning 
They’ 11 soon meet Him whom they have been scorning. 
He in the manger, swaddling adorning ; 

Jesus, the Babe, blest Son of the morning; 

We who believe through grace in redemption 
Accept the whole Bible without exemption 
God’s Words of Creation. All attention 

Pray we to Christ’s birth, death, and ascension, 
To all that it teaches we do adhere, 

From first to last page all, all is sincere. 

Like our parents, we would God’s Word revere, 
And from what’s contrary we must forbear ; 

We see Jesus where creatures are feeding, 

And by Galilee shore multitudes leading, 

Then alone in Gethsemane pleading, — 

And, ah! on Calvary’s Tree for us bleeding. 
Buried, then risen we hear Him preaching, 
Well we know it is He by His teaching, 

And the nail-print hands toward us stretching, 
Oh, we cannot mistake His earnest beseeching ! 
We see Him arise, Heavenward wending, 
Giving His blessing, our joy and grief blending ; 
But He shall return, and we’ ll keep spending 
Our time watching till with Him ascending. 


At sea, Lat. 41 48 N., Long. 64 51 W., 12 Noon. 
CHRISTMAS Day. 25/12/12. 


GETHSEMANE. 
Mark 14. 32. 


G ETHSEMANE! Jesus alone with God 

E ntreating, ere dying, bearing our load! 

T ears, with bloody sweat, down His cheeks did run. 

H e cries: “Oh, not My will, but Thine, be done! 

S ee, Father, ’tis for them I drain this cup, 

E ach one who trusts on Me I'll never give up; 

M ine they are, Thou gavest them to Me, and I 

A lone upon the Cross for them will die! 

N ow for their sakes I leave Gethsemane, 

E arning their release yonder on Calvary. ” 
My thoughts on this Easter Sabbath, which we hold in memory of “Christ, 
who is our Life, ” laying down His life for us and ours that we might be able 
to say henceforth, “O death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy 
victory?” He who hath that power is Jesus, whom we shall follow over 
life’s path down to the grave, up and through the pearly gate right into 
glory. ; ‘ 


541 New City Roap, 
’ GLASGOW. 23/3/18. 
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THE JUNIOR LIGHTS. 
“Children of light” (Ephes. 5. 8). 


WE are the “Junior Lights” 
The Spirit keeps aflame, 

Beaming and shining bright, 
Trimmed up in Jesus’ name. 


We're young, but nothing fearful, 
For we know whose we are; 

His presence keeps us cheerful, 
Each brilliant as a star. 


We are bound, unanimous, 
To conquer all for Him; 

Our lamps—His Truths—luminous 
Keeps our pathway agleam. 


Our light God will keep shining, 
Not flickering, dull, and low, 

But steady, all combining 
Shine far, high, and aglow. 


We’ ll not suffer deflecting, 
Tho’ waves our vessels toss; 
Our radiant reflection 
Comes down from Calvary’s Cross. 


We often have a yearning 
To see our Lord return, 

But patience hath us learning 
To watch and brightly burn. 


Like lighthouses on rocky coast, 
Or beacons by the strand, 

We “Juniors” are broadcast, 
So shine at His command. 


Even when in death’s dark valley 
No changes need we fear ; 

When darkness there would rally, 
Our Lord will keep it clear. 


And when we cross the river, 
And gain yon radiant shore, 
We'll shine brighter than ever 
With Jesus evermore. 
A NEw Year greeting to my dear young friend, and all her sweet companions 
of the “Junior Lights,” Haddon Heights, New Jersey, trusting the Lord 


will make His face shine upon them and give them a bright life, love, and 
peace. With the prayers of their mariner friend. 


PHILADELPHIA. 28/12/12. 
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AN EXHORTATION FROM A BOY IN HEAVEN. 
“The streets of the-city shall be full of boys and girls playing” (Zech. 8. 5). 


STEER this way, loved ones, steer this way ; 
Steer straight for Heaven, make no delay! 
All in that world, so loved, the best, 
Whom I left weeping and distressed 

When death my mortal frame sore pressed, 
To keep me longer was your quest, 

But my soul longed to be at rest 

Here to lean on my Saviour’s breast. 

Could you now see me ’mongst the blest, 
You, too, would long to be His guest. 


Steer this way, father, steer this way; 
Steer straight for Heaven, make no delay! 
Come, father, whom I love, adore! 
Parting with you I did deplore, 

But my soul yearned to rise and soar 

To meet again those gone before. 

Oh, haste to this celestial shore! 

Be with your laddie evermore ; 

Have ye not told me o’er and o’er 

That Heaven hath perfect joy in store? 


Steer this way, mother, steer this way ; 
Steer straight for Heaven, make no delay! 
You were so gentle, mother, dear, 

Like the angels around me here ; 

Oh, how I wish to have you near 

Thy “own wee boy” in this bright sphere. 
Thy sweet smile, kiss, and love sincere, 
I'l] keep watching till you appear ; 

The long journey ye need not fear 

Since Christ will be your Charioteer. 


Steer this way, sister, steer this way ; 
Steer straight for Heaven, make no delay! 
Here loveliest flowerets sweetly spring, 
Pleasant it is to gather and string 
Nosegays to give Jesus, the King. 

You should see how all to Him cling, 
Children who come, angels them bring, 
Mingling with seraphs of silvern wing, 
Blending their voice with all they sing, 
Causing the courts of Heaven to ring. 
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Steer this way, brother, steer this way ; 
Steer straight for Heaven, make no delay 
Oh, how I'd clasp your loving hand, 
How I'd recall how ye did stand 

By my side when death waved its wand 
O’er my body; could ye command 

The power ye’d keep me in that land; 
But, oh, ’tis lovely on this strand, 
Tongue could not tell the half so grand, 
Oh, that ye were one of our band! 


Steer this way, playmate, steer this way; 
Steer straight for Heaven, make no delay! 
Ye said if death took me away 

That you would miss me every day 

Since I could not return to play; 

We both wept, till mamma did say, 
“Hush, little darlings, ’tis God’s way! 
Each one must His call obey 

And go to be clothed in white array, 
Yonder ye’ ll meet again to stay.” 


Steer this way, dear friends, steer this way; 
Steer straight for Heaven, make no delay! 
*Twill be your soul’s eternal gain 
To come and with me here remain 
Where partings are not to give pain. 

Death cannot entrance here obtain, 

No troubled sea, no battle plain, 

The one scar seen doth all explain; 
Oh, glorious He, the Lamb, once slain, 
Here His love song’s the one refrain! 


Steer this way, wanderer, steer this way ; 
Steer straight for Heaven, make no delay! 
God knoweth well thine earthly fate 
Without a home and glowing grate, 

Bed nor pillow to rest thy pate, 
Subsisting with hunger as thy mate. 

Halt, then, listen! Here’s an estate 
Prepared for thee; let me relate 

Heavenly welcome withal await, 

Jesus receives you at the gate. 


Steer this way, loved ones, steer this way ; 
Here is eternal fadeless day! 

Father, come! the door’s opened wide ; 
Mother, come! to be by my side; 
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Sister, come! whatever betide; 

Playmate, come! partings are denied ; 
Old friends, come to where all confide! 
Brother, come where naught can divide! 
Wander’r, come! here none shall deride. 
God says, “Come home, and here abide!” 
Jesus says, “Come, ye are my bride!” 
The Spirit says, “Come, I'll thee guide!” 
Blessed are those who hear and obey, 
Steer this way, then, oh, steer this way! 


Written in Loving Remembrance of Dear Little 
Ernest Louis M. 


Tuis bright and lovely boy kissed “good morning” as his father was leaving 
for his office, who, as it happened on a holiday, promised his boy he would 
hasten back right early, bringing with him some toys appropriate to the 
occasion for his little dear ones to play with, and have an enjoyable evening 
in their own sweet home. 


So the last wave of hands were exchanged between father and son, the 
former hastening away towards the performance of his official duty for the 
day, and then to fulfil his promise to the dear boy who seemed almost 
overwhelmed with exultation at the prospects of that special treat which 
was in store for himself and others at the close of this would-be happy day. 
His anticipations were often rehearsed to those equally charmed little 
companions in the presence and hearing of their beloved mother, whose 
kindly encouraging expressions gave additional joy to them in their 
childish banter and fervent glee. 


But alas! alas! for that dear little laddie. The echoes of his morning 
hilarity were not yet silenced amidst that gay throng when, unexpectedly, 
the inevitable but sad, sad calamity overcame him. 


Ou, when least unlooked for, unasked, 

As he in youth’s loveliness basked, 

Then that bright little form was crushed, 

His sweetly voice for all time hushed. 

Ah, thus were his remains brought home 
Amidst untold sorrow and gloom ; 

The mother down, prostrate with grief, 

The father kneeling by her side 

Could not rise till Christ’s word brought relief, 
’Twas this, “You'll meet him at eventide. ” 


Ah, yes, they will meet him on Heaven's playground in the sweet fields 
of Eden, with Jesus in the midst; they will see their bonnie boy amongst 
millions more of those exquisitely sweet buds which seemed too fair for 
these dry parched vales down here, and so being God took them away up 
yonder to bloom amongst bowers of Paradise. Oh, what is fleeting time’s 
changes in comparison to that everlasting eternity of God-given tran- 
quillity? Here, a few moments of life’s token, few words spoken, few 
meetings, many partings, many sorrows, many, many tears! Ah, it is 
thus our short span of years we pass. 


But over on that other shore we’ll dwell for evermore. Yes, away up 
in Heaven endless pleasures are given, many glad meetings and angelic 
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greetings, clasping hands with friends of yore; no tears to leave our hearts 
sore. And oh, to think we’ll be like all those who have gone on before, 
at home there with Jesus whom we adore. 


The foreknowledge of that hastening moment being near, which shall 
bring each of us into that last-long earthly halt, make us now ponder over 
the past, causing our present thoughts to rise higher than these fading 
scenes which vanish as doth the mountain mists. 


This being peculiar not to one only, but to each one of us mortals who 
possess an immortal soul, may God enable us to have our desires and 
aspirations, dwelling more and more even now beyond the bounds of those 
eternal hills, and listen to those friendly voices sweetly calling and alluring 
us up and away to be with them and like them in the presence of our beloved 
Saviour forever blessed. 


CANADA DOCKS, 
LIVERPOOL. 1/2/13. 


A NEW YEAR—ACROSTIC. 
“Thy years shall not fail” (Heb. 1. 12). 


A h, He hath spared us to have seen 


N ew Year nineteen-hundred-thirteen ; 
E ach day but this of it unseen, 
W ise Providence the future screen. 


Y et hath His Comforter serene 

E ven with us, as He hath been 

A lways, and aye shall be, I wean, 

R ight till we reach yon shore e’er green. 


DELEWARE RIVER, 
PHILADELPHIA. 1/1/13. 


WRAPPED IN SILENCE AT KILBRIDE. 
Revelations 14. 13. 


WE quietly moved from mound to mound, 
For surely this is sacred ground, 

Where sleep in peace all free from strife 
Those dear old friends who lived His life 
And witnessed with their latest breath 
They would not die the second death, 
Because their Lord to them had given 

A Guide to take them safe to Heaven; 
When He doth come to claim His bride, 
Till then they’ 1] rest in calm Kilbride. 


At Kilbride Cemetery, Lerags, near Oban, Argyll, where 
many of our loved ones are at rest. 
KILBRIDE. 31/3/13. 
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SHALL WE MEET BEYOND? 
“Whence came they?” (Rev. 7. 13). 


SHALL we meet beyond the narrows, 
Dividing this from yonder land, 

Which is free from old-time sorrows, 
And where dwells that happy band? 


Yes, we who believe in Jesus 
Shall meet in yon land so fair; 
Just when e’er our Master pleases 
To call us up, then we’ ll meet there. 


Weary here of life seas tossing, 
Welcome shall be Jordan’s roll; 

Tho’ dark and awesome seems the crossing, 
Jesus will take full control. 


Yes, we who, etc. 


He Himself has crossed that river, 
Well He knows its chilling tide ; 
He’ ll pilot safely, and deliver 
His followers to the farther side. 


Yes, we who, etc. 


Oh, if a place we would inherit 

In yon realm where all is bright, 
Let us obey the Holy Spirit, 

He will guide always aright. 


Yes, we who, etc. 


Praise God, my soul, for all His blessings, 
Praise Jesus Christ, His blessed Son, 
And Holy Ghost, for all caressings ; 
My soul, oh, praise the Three in One! 


Yes, we who, etc. 


Each fleeting day, hour, and moment, 
We’ ll bear the Cross that’s given here ; 

’ Twill soon be past, then bright adornment 
With crown immortal we shall wear. 


Yes, we who, etc. 


Lat. 5408 N. Long. 2855 W. On the Atlantic, 12/7/13, 
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MISS EDITH GOULD—IN ACROSTIC. 
“The inspiration of the Almighty giveth understanding” (Job 32. We 


Miss Epitu, thy fortune’s a thousandfold 

I n value above earth’s diamonds and gold, 
S uperb thine ideals which God doth control; 
S weet maiden, endowed with a noble soul. 


E ntreating, He’ ll give thee thine heart’s desire, 
D oubt not but He’ ll send the muse to inspire ; 

I nscribe to His praise what comes by your pen, 
T hen, good writer, thy fame never shall end ; 

H old to the truth, ne’er to fiction give way. 


G reat thoughts come downward, but not to decay ; 
O h, pray as you write that there may be given 

U nction which shall help souls onward to Heaven, 
L eave the rest to Jesus till He doth come 

D escending to take you away up Home. 


Miss Edith Gould, Georgean Court, Lakewood, New Jersey. 


My Dear Youne Lapy,—tTrusting you will excuse the liberty I take in 
writing. A gentleman friend of mine, knowing of my great interest in 
“Stoke Poges Church,” saw mentioned in one of the New York papers 
about the Christening of your little friend and your own decision to devoting 
your life doing something that would be remembered. 


My friend at Haddon Heights was so pleased with the charming 
paragraph that he kept the paper for me, and I also was so delighted with 
the whole account that I had it cut out of the paper and placed in my 
autograph album. I was so overjoyed with your announcement that I 
wrote your name and this little acrostic, which I enclose hereon, thinking 
you would like to have it in all its simplicity just as it came. 


I pray that nothing will ever becloud your noble ideal. Keep moving 
in the sunshine of loveliness, always remembering that they are well 
guided whom God guides. 


Doubtless you will meet with many who will not perhaps fully 
appreciate your idea of what is beautiful, but heed them not; they have 
none of your charming spirit within them, to their loss, alas! You 
continue writing ; take hold of the pen when the inspiration is given, down 
your messages, and give to the world for the people’s good, never forgetting 
that we were brought into this world for some good, wise purpose. Let us 
aye be up and doing always what gives pleasure and happiness to others 
around us, only then are we ourselves happy. Let us live our days, months, 
and years following closely in the footsteps of our Great Exemplar, then 
when the moment comes for us to answer the “Roll-Call” we will gladly 
step off the stage here, feeling assured our works will follow after, and 
that we shall be remembered by what we have done. 


I trust this will find you well, enjoying each incident in every moment 
of your noble and sweet life, which I pray will be prolonged for many 
years, crowned with all the blessings that our loving Heavenly Father can 
bestow upon you and yours.—My dear young lady and friend, yours very 
humbly but sincere. 


PHILADELPHIA. 11/11/12. 
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MY PARENTS’ BIRTHPLACE. 
“The perfection of beauty” (Psa. 50. 2). 


My parents’ birthplace! Both were born 

At Clachan Seil, in Nether Lorn. 

God gave them for first observation 

The loveliest spot in creation, 

That both His favour did deserve 

Their memories sweet all time preserve, 

As may be heard in conversation 

Around their childhood’s habitation, % 

Where folks give in unstinted measure 

The story of their life with pleasure. 

From birth till death severed the union 

They both held sacred sweet communion 

Befitting offsprings of that place, 

Imbued by God with charm and grace, 

His loveliness and peace abounding 

Permeating the whole surrounding. 

Green groves, where birds His praises swell, 

Crystalling brook and cress-grit well, 

*Mongst heath clad hills and sheltering dale. 

Oh, who could ever half detail 

The many proofs which do prevail, 

How His own grace that place regale? 

So, friend, twas here my parents dear 

Were born and reared; ah, how sincere 

Were their love and veneration 

For Clachan Seil! Their acclammation 

Was for two places aye well given— 

Their birthplace and their home in Heaven. 
At sea, 11/5/13. 


WHEN FRIENDS DEPART. 
“To die is gain” (Phil. 1. 21). 

WHEN death’s cold breath our bright homes chill, 
Reluctantly we say, “God’s will!” 
Oh, yes, dear friend, it seems so hard 
When we with loved ones hath to part, 
Forgetting that for them ’ tis best 
To be with Jesus, ever bless’ d. 
Oh, may this thought our hearts aye cheer, 
Till we shall join them in that sphere, 
Where we shall fully understand 
The lessons taught us in this land 
Wherein we dwell these few short years, 
Then yonder God shall wipe our tears. At sea, 18/7/13. 
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KILMORE CHURCHYARD. 
Revelations 7. 13, 14, 15, 16, and 17. 


Ki~MorE Churchyard, Glenfaochan Lorne, 

Holds many friends who crossed the bourne ; 

Ah, yes, within those mounds, down deep, 

Full many of God’s good saints sleep. 

Right peacefully there, side by side, 

They’ 1 slumber on till morning tide 

In this most sacred Highland dale, 

From which they’ 1] rise their Lord to hail, 

And follow Him to yonder shore, 

From this thy tranquil keep, Kilmore. 
My thoughts while in Kilmore Cemetery, where many of my loving 

friends and kindred are awaiting His Coming again. 

KILMORE. 31/3/13. 


FATHER’S NINETY-FIFTH BIRTHDAY ANNIVERSARY. 
“My lips shall praise Thee” (Psa. 63. 3). 


Wuat pen could write 
His memory bright, 
Which clings to us evergreen ? 
And will be nigh 
Until on high 
We’ ll meet again, with naught between 
To hide his face, 
So full of grace ; 
Ah, ’twas the loveliest we have seen. 
Our father, dear, 
While we are here 
We’ ll treasure what to us he’s been; 
Now together, 
He and mother, 
Wait for us in that land serene. 


In Fond Remembrance of our Dearly Beloved Father. 
CAPE Race. 11/5/13. 


REV. GEORGE CALDER, B.D., 


Celtic Lecturer, Glasgow University. 


WiTH sincerest regards of the author in fond remembrance of the unbounded 
pleasure I had given me when privileged to spend that very happy evening 
with you as my fellow-traveller up through the glens till at the lovely 
“Clachan-an-diseirt” I felt wae to see ye take your leave. Also as a small 
token in acknowledgment of the invaluable gift you have bestowed upon 
us Highlanders, as on all the good folks of our neighbourhood as well—and 
that means the world at large—in giving us your very excellent translation 
of the writings of Duncan Ban M‘Intyre, our own Gaelic bard, forever 
superb, well worthy a monument lasting as the hills over which he roamed 
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with the inspiring muse of his Heaven-sent companion. Many of his 
countrymen have tried to have that accomplished, but to you, reverend 
sir, belongs the eternal honour of completing the task grandly and fully 
in every detail, executed with elegance, and yet so simply given that it is 
brought within the reach of all to possess for themselves a book without 
which, especially now, no library is complete. This has not been effected 
without much trouble, even when we know the undertaking was a labour 
of love, and we should not forget it must have cost you a goodly sum, a 
sum that should be quickly replaced. Let the proof of our appreciation 
be seen in our eagerness to obtain copies of your precious work until 
uncountable editions of the volumes are in circulation the whole world 
over to the good of all peoples. 


And now for all time his numerous admirers wander through “Choire a’ 
Cheathaich, ” climb the green slopes of lofty “Mam Charaidth,” and his 
ever adored “Beinn-Dorain, ” or in his native glen they trace the meander- 
ing Orchy down to where her crystal stream mingles with the still waters 
of tranquil Lochawe, or when resting by the far seen tower crowning 
“Creagan-Chaoraoh they gaze in admiration of those enrapturing scenes 
of the poet’s childhood while reciting from the many of his charming verses, 
or if it be pausing within the Old Greyfriars’ Churchyard, standing bare- 
headed by the sacred mound, where nature’s sweetest poet is at rest— 
“where others them asleep interred’”—they find themselves rehearsing 
that of its kind the most beautiful in print, the “Epitaph on Himself.” 
At whatever time or place posterity continues to speak in praise of our 
beloved Douncha-ban-nan Oran, you sir, may take consolation in the 
assurance of then being more than remembered, and that your honoured 
name will ever be recalled and coupled reverently with that of his, forever 
famed in Highland song and story. 


I regret at not being able to fully express my appreciation of your 
noble work in this, as in all the many other things in which you take part 
to the great interest of our beloved Highlands, the land I love the best. I 
can only conclude by quoting from the old, old Book the young man’s 
words to our Master: “No man can do these things that Thou doest, except 
God be with him. ” 


Oh, my dear friend in Jesus, may He ever abide with you until we 
meet in the morning yonder in the summer land of song.—Yours ever 
in the faith. 3/7/13. 


WHEN FRIENDS MEET YONDER. 
“So shall we ever be with the Lord” (1 Thess, 4. 17). 


WHEN we'll meet again on yonder strand, 
Where seraphs and angels before Him stand, 
All having a golden harp in their hand, 
Singing together that melody grand 
To the praise of the Lamb who once was slain, 
So that by His dying death would be gain *% 
To us believers who would not remain : 
In this world of sorrow, parting, and pain; 
Yonder we’ ll have our eternal estate, 
And a welcome home at the pearly gate 
From our loved ones and Jesus, whom all hails, 
Shall take us by the hand wounded by nails. 

At sea, 24/7/13. 
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CROWN COURT CHURCH. 
“This is none other but the house of God” (Gen. 28. 17). 


Gop’s blessing rest with Crown Court Church, 
May she remain His flaming torch 
Who naught can quench or veer. 


Raised on a good foundation old, 
Blest Zion, where Shepherd and fold 
Jesus their Lord revere. 


Here on each Sabbath day are found 
Assembled on this hallowed ground 
Folks honoured in their sphere. 


The noble Duke who owns that land, 
Sailors, soldiers high in command, 
Princess, and peasants steer 


For this haven with their families, 
Children sweet, oh, what memories 
Spring up as each appear! 


There comes Lady “Francis” of Argyle 
Whose happy face and kindly smile 
Doth always bring good cheer. 


Would that she knew how we adore 
Her since she did this church restore 
So elegantly here. 


She may not know our wishes half, 
But may the comfort of His “Staff” 
Be ever to her near. 


Assured that when her race is run, 
For all good, kindly deeds well done, 
She’ ll have a crown to wear. 


Ah, yes, they mingle rich and poor 
Within this Sanctuary’s door, 
The Gosepl truths to hear! 


And they are never disappointed, 
For doth not the Lord’s anointed 
To them glad tidings bear. 


As did “Cummings, ” great sublime, 
In this same pulpit in his time, 
So doth our friend, sincere, 
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Rev. Alexander MacRae, 
Preach sermons which the Spirit sway, 
Causing men to volunteer 


Their souls and service o’er to Christ. 
Oh, blessed place where they hold tryst 
With Him, our Saviour dear! 


Oh, may He send grace thousands fold 
To this His ancient stronghold, 
Till this world disappear. 


Then, all who helped this house complete, 
Shall with the church triumphant meet, 
May none that joy forbear. 


In that Land where no to-morrow 
Can bring changes, no death, no sorrow 
Comes there to cause one tear. 


Till then thoughts of Crown Court I’ ll treasure, 
Her minister and folks with pleasure 
Shall to my heart adhere. 


Rev. Alexander MacRae, Crown Court Church, London. 


My Dear Mr. MacRagz,—After having had a look through an old birthday 
book I see that this would have been the birthday anniversary of my late 
dear friend, Mr. Theophilus Trophimas, deacon. It recalls very happy 
times far away down yonder at Argentina in the sunny hemisphere beneath 
the brilliant rays of the Southern Cross. 

Thoughts of my old friend and his lovely home circle awakens vivid 
thoughts also of you, reverend and dear sir, with yourself and delightful 
people of that blessed sanctuary, revered of old by those who leave the 
solitude of the heath-clad- hills and find themselves sojourning amongst 
London’s millions. What a peaceful arbour of rest that hallowed Church 
was to me, where I always received such hearty welcomes from all and 
privileged, then to listen to inspiring messages, the receptions of which 
brought cheer to my heart and the messages refreshed my soul. So to-day 
something compels me to take hold of my pen, and, letting it move at will, 
its result is this little impression which I forward to you. 

The thought occurred to me that perhaps you would find room for my 
little book, so I take it upon myself to forward one, bound in blue like its 
fellows, of which many have found their way all over the world, doing 
good I hope and trust. Its humble author would ask you to please accept 
it in fond remembrance of pleasant days spent at dear old “Crown Court, ” 
days which I shall never forget until time’s winds have wafted my barque 
over to the farther shore, my last voyage finished, sign clear here, and 
listen to the roll-call yonder, proceed all ready in Him.to give an account 
of my stewardship. Many of our dear old friends have already signed clear 
and left us for a little while, but we shall meet them in the “Fair Haven.” 
Here we are guided by the Comforter, but yonder at the harbour bar our 
Pilot awaits to take full charge of us and bring us right into the “Father’s 
Home, ” in which there are more than angels to welcome you and me. ” 

I hope this will find you well. Please give my Christian love to every 
member of your congregation, and believe me, my dear Mr. MacRae ever 
yours in the Master. 13/8/13. 
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FOLLOWING THE LORD. 
“Master I will follow Thee” (Luke 18. 28). 


Jesus, my Lord, I'll follow Thee 
O’er mountain, moor and fen; 
Do Thou in speech my Teacher be— 

When writing, hold my pen. 


At duty’s call, on land or sea, 
’Twill be with pleasure fraught 
When done for Thee, who on yon tree 
Had my salvation wrought. 


In health, in sickness, or in pain, 
In sorrow or in joy, 

Great Leader do with me remain, 
And all my time employ. 


At home, ’mongst friends, or when afar, 
With strangers I sojourn, 

Each evening be my Guiding Star, 
My Sun each early morn. 


Like as the monarch of the east 
Keeps gilding plain and hill, 

Thou Better Sun, my soul shall feast, 
And my whole being thrill. 


Let every step, thought, word, and deed 
Of mine now witness for 

Jesus, who yonder for me plead, 
And dost my soul restore. 


When in life’s path I meet with those 
Who would the Cross despise, 

Help me persuade them then to choose 
The merits of that prize. 


As in my youth, till crowned with age 
Upon life’s sea down here, 

Be pleased the tempest to assuage, 
And help me straight to steer. 


Until across the harbour bar, 
Safe in that tranquil place 

Where storms our pleasures ne’er can mar, 
Nor clouds hide Thine own face. 


Then when Thou shalt that morn appear, 
Thy saints with one accord, 
With angels enter yon bright sphere, 


All following Thee, Lord. At sea 


, 6/9/13. 
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THE AUTOGRAPH BOOK, THE BOOK OF LIFE, 
AND THE BIBLE. 


1 Samuel 10. 25; Revelation 3. 5; and Revelation 22. 18, 19. 


I’D love to write of many things 

In thy sweet book, good shipmate true, 
And yet right to my mind upsprings 

That adage, “Let your words be few.” 
So ’twill be thus my lines put here, 

But oft-times as ye at them look 
Ye’ ll ken your memory’s ever dear 

To me whose name is in yon book 
In which thine is, good friend, I hope, 

And if it’s not, oh haste, I pray, 

To have it there ere death comes whoop, 
And ye must say, Good-bye sweet day, 
Good-bye fair life, good-bye lov’d friends. 

*Tis growing dark, hark to God’s voice, 
Charging bright angels whom He sends 
To bear the soul where all rejoice 
Before the throne. But this first know, 
There’s something which He then demands, 
That ye ye’re name to Him can show 
Written by Jesus’ nail-torn hands— 
On yon clear page which ne’er shall fade, 
And changes never take control. 
Ah, shipmate mine, when seas have fled, 
We’ ll meet there when they call the roll. 
So keep thy book safe in its case, 
Let nothing its fair form destroy ; 
But ne’er neglect the Book of Grace, 
Which brings foretastes of Heaven’s joy. 
You watched your parents as they sought 
Sweet counsels there for you, their boy, 
And from its sayings had you taught 
Of riches rare without alloy. 
Oh, do peruse it page for page 
In thy sweet youth, then when ye’re old 
For this same story shall engage 
You aye when safe within yon fold. 


TAKE care of that nice autograph book. Am glad you have done me the 
honour of giving me this space therein. May you live long and be blessed 
with Jesus as your Pilot. I hope that when time’s storms are past I may 
again meet you to fully enjoy your fellowship away yonder upon that 
bright shore of everlasting tranquillity, yea, Heaven’s perfect peace.— 
Yours ever in the Giver of all. 

At sea, 1/8/13. 


bt 
io} 


“Who are these that fly as a cloud, and as the doves to their windows?” 
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FOLLOWERS OF JESUS. 


(Isa. 60. 8). 


Wuo are those that thus to Him come 
Like doves on fleet wings hastening home, 
To rest in safety, peace, and love, 

On yonder cleft so far above? 

Oh, watch their flight as they ascend, 
Eager to reach their journey’s end, 

Like clouds flitting towards the sky, 

Or birds to grove when night is nigh. 
See how they haste, from east and west, 
From north and south, each to be guest 
In Heaven, of Him with wounded palms, 
His praise they sing with hymns and psalms. 
Oh, Lamb of God, Thou dost command 
Thy people hence from every land, 
Whate’er their tongue or nation be, 

They find no refuge but in Thee. 


Are not our loved ones ’mongst that host ? 
Praise God, we know they are not lost, 
Those who for Christ a witness bear, 

His everlasting joy doth share. 

Their sun shall nevermore go down, 

No winter frosts shall at them frown, 
No death’s dark vale to dread or fear, 
No sorrow there, no pain, no tear. 
Men’s sons and daughters, rich and poor, 
The sick ones whom skill could not cure, 
Shall all alike at His behest 

Make towards that sweet haven blest. 
His servant who did preach so well, 

And they who loved to hear him tell 

Of Calvary, oh, see them now, 

Together at the throne down bow! 


Ah, while we’re watching them in white, 

Our own brief day hastes on t’ wards night, 
And we on fleet, fleet wings are borne 

O’er life’s sea, t’ wards that bright fair morn. 
Oh, if my tongue could half relate 

That meeting by yon pearly gate 

With old-time friends where Jesus stands, 
To greet us by his nail-torn hands. 

Oft doth my soul in loving faith 

Soar to yon window just to gaze 
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Within those realms, beyond life’s sea, 
Her home eternal when let free. 

Yes, if she could an opening find 

In this clay house where now confined, 
Untrammelled once she’d hasten on 

With pinions spread beyond earth’s gloom. 


The Spirit then keeps saying, “Peace, 
Be still!” Thy journey soon must cease, 
When this thy house has been dissolved, 
But thou shalt turn as He resolved, 

And with this body gain the prize, 

When in His likeness ’ twill arise. 

Yes, after ages long have run, 

And Christ’s new reign in Heaven begun. 
Shall we then sorrow that our lot 

Was sometimes what we'd have it not, 
And had so often been debarred 

From objects that our hearts regard? 
Oh, no, when God shall open wide 

Our vision, perfect to abide, 

We’ ll fully understand up there 

What here to us all mystery were! 


God, Thou hast made both earth and Heaven, 
Jesus Thy Son for us was given; 

Oh, may Thy Spirit grant us power 

To praise Thee till our dying hour. 

Till when death comes and we depart, 

We’ ll leave the fond ones of our heart 

All in Thy care, their need provide, 

Until we meet at morning tide. 

Ah, yes, we know that we shall meet 
Again upon that golden street, 

And our loved ones, saved by His grace, 
Shall meet with Jesus face to face. 

Who would the Cross of Calvary scorn? 
Better they never had been born; 

God help them make His blood their plea, 
And followers of Jesus be. 


Rev. AND DEAR Sir,—I feel very sorrowful at the sad news of dear Rev. 
Mr. M‘Lean having been removed from us. We shall miss him for all 
time—a prince of preachers whose sermons always gained the ear, touched 
the heart, causing souls to be moved so as to choose the better part. I 
seldom ever heard any one more able as an exponent of the Gospel. To 
hear him was to listen to God speaking through His servant well beloved. 
I shall never forget two of his sermons, one delivered 11 a.m., 4th December, 
1892, in Gaelic, Revelation 1. 7: “Feuch, tha e teachd le neulaibh; agus 
chi gach suail e, ”’ etc. ; the other was given 1la.m., 24th November, 1896, 
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Isaiah 40. 31: “Ach iadsan a dh’ fheitheas air an Tighearn, gheidh iad 
spionadh nuadh; eiridh iad snas,” etc. He was a true friend, a lovely 
good man of God. We shall have no difficulty in finding him amongst 
the redeemed when we get home yonder. He will have a place near to the 
Master. ‘Till then his memory shall savour sweet to all hearts. I do 
wish to be sincerely remembered to dear Mrs. M‘Lean, family, and his 
many friends, who mourn that he is away. 

And now, my dear Mr. Grant, will you please accept of this little book 
from me? I give it in fond remembrance of many sweet incidents of yours 
which, though unknown to you, have greatly influenced and helped me 
more than once, especially so your lovely sermon on 11th June, 1911; text, 
Isaiah 60. 8: “Who are these that fly as a cloud, and as the dove to their 
windows?” You had me carried away back to the home of my youth, where 
I used to watch the clouds pass away at morning leaving nothing to hide 
the far away azure world above the whole long day, then again at twilight 
watching the wild doves high up in flight returning to rest amongst their 
kind in clefts of the giddy rock, causing many thoughts to arise in my mind 
as to scenes other than these surrounding me then in all the sweetness which 
was infused by pious parents in our dear little cottage home. Your 
sermon had me carried back to my first happy haven, and then conveyed 
upwards to that calm and beautiful place which by grace shall be my last 
rest, my heavenly home. 

Our family will never forget how delighted our darling mother was to 
see you come to her side when she was nearing the river's brink. She did 
not dread the crossing because Jesus was her Guide; she knew that He who 
had brought her safely over moor and fen would not forsake her in the 
valley. Thus it was sweet for her to have the Master send His servant to 
reassure her that He Himself was near. : 

Oh, my dear Mr. Grant, I dare not try to say what I thought of my 
beloved mother. She filled her place so gracefully, her smile so sweet and 
kind charmed me always, her loving voice vibrates within my soul. I 
know that she is away yonder with her beloved husband, our own darling 
father, taking their place and part amongst those whose “robes are made 
white.” And what are these scenes of time to us, whose sure inheritance 
is yonder with the adored Saviour, loving parents, and the many endeared 
ones enjoying those associations in realms of bliss. 

So may we be kept faithful in His service until He bids us lay down our 
cross and taking from His own hand yon glittering crown. By this you 
will know that I am still one of those “who go down to the sea in ships. ” 
Grand old ocean! In youth the voice of her waves allured me away from 
more peaceful parts, but I have not been disappointed. In all my wanderings 
to strange lands she has not refused once her buoyant arm, but ever holds 
it out invitingly to carry my frail barque home to the friends who pray 
that the mariner may be guarded and brought safely back. 

Do please give my Christian love to all friends, your flock, and those 
who rejoice because God made you be the head of their home sweet home. — 
Yours ever in Jesus. 


Lat. 46 29 N. Long. 531 S.W. At sea, 4/7/13. 
A. M‘F. 
Job 14. 1. 


HeE’s gone to the land across the river, 
Here we’ ll not see him again ; 
But yonder to be with Jesus forever 
We’ll meet him, free from sorrow and pain. 


At sea, 17/10/14. 
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GOD IS LOVE. 
“Let your light so shine” (Matt. 5. 16). 


Gop is Love, these lights show clearly 

He’s not far away, but near be 

To us, who knows He loves most dearly 
All His own—God is Love. 


God is Love, sing, choir and people, 

Vocal, organ, bass and treble, 

Till this famed church, aisles and steeple, 
Echo forth God is Love. 


God is Love, and we remember 

Each believer here assemble 

As in Him a living member 
Evermore, God is Love. 


God is Love, let us be willing, 

Let His Spirit keep instilling 

In our hearts that message thrilling 
That very God is Love. 


God is Love, let us rally 

Round His standard in the valley, 

When the foe our soul would salley 
He will help, God is Love. 


God is Love, there’s naught Him pleases 
Better than when sinners ceases 
Following after aught but Jesus 

Our Saviour—God is Love. 


God is Love, let all creation 

Hear of free emancipation, 

How He sent for our Salvation 
His own Son—God is Love. 


God is Love, the Holy Spirit 

Tells us in Christ's blood there’s merit 

To set all free, and then inherit 
Heaven above—God is Love. 


God is Love, we need no fasting, 

But believe His Word, and casting 

Our trust in arms everlasting 
Round us all—God is Love. 
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God is Love, the news keep telling, 

Everywhere His praise keep swelling, 

Till ye’re safe in yonder dwelling 
Tell them all God is Love. 


God is Love, the theme keep ringing, 
And to the Saviour’s Cross keep clinging, 
Until crowned in Heaven singing 
That new song God is Love. 
WRITTEN in view of the cluster of lights arranged so as to form the text, 
“God is Love, ” placed high up above the choir of this world-famed Church, 


which is none other than the House of God wherein His chosen love to meet, 
‘‘Worshipping the Lord in the beauty of Holiness. ” 


How delightful it must be for the generous hearted whole-souled 
benefactor of this spacious and sacred edifice to come up and see here 
assembled so many Christians who love him, of whom they delight to say 
in all sincerity, “He loveth our nation, and he hath built us a place of 
worship. ” 

I was much touched by the welcome they extended to me, the kindly 
greetings exchanged by the members of the congregation, fervent prayers 
offered, very earnest preaching of the Gospel, and beautiful singing of the 
grand choir, and all to His praises. 


Ou, here is God’s house with an open door, 
Where Christians enter, old, young, rich and poor, 
Their sins forgiven, happy evermore, 
All one in Jesus whose Name they adore. 

BETHANY WANAMAKER PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH, 


22ND AND BAINBRIDGE ST,, PHILADELPHIA. 7/9/13. 
WHOSOEVER! 
John 3. 16. 


A SACRED message came to me 

From far beyond those stars that be 
Twinkling afar, ’twas this, “Son, see 
John three sixteen, that’s meant for thee. ” 


I read the message o’er and o’er, 

And each time sweeter than before 
Seems His love, since that “Whosoever” 
Means me, and that He is my Lover. 


AFTER having had a talk with a young man who wished to know the verse 
I considered to be the sweetest one within the books of the Old and New 
Testaments. It did not take me one moment to recall and rehearse it, 
then spoke of that Sabbath in July, 1881, at Clachan Seil, Argyll, where 
my beloved father spoke the words of John 3. 16, which were the means 
of bringing me to the knowledge of my poor self being included in that 
“Whosoever,” and thus made everlastingly happy in Jesus Christ, who 
came into the world to save sinners. And a sinner indeed were I, and is, 
then one unsaved, but now one saved by grace. To me this is the sweetest 
verse in the whole Holy Bible. At sea, 28/11/14. 
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A MENU CARD—SOUVENIR. 
“Come and dine” (John 21. 12). 


FRIEND, take this Menu Card from me 
In memory of good times at sea 

With the “Mongolian” trim and trig, 
A better Neptune ne’ er did rig 

On his domain where wild waves boom, 
Than this shuttle of our Empire’s loom. 
She sails abroad to many parts, 

But your leaving her try our hearts, 
From which naught ever could dislodge 
Your good, kind comradeship this voyage. 
But when we moor at Callowhill 

On our return, come when you will, 
You’ ll find a table and a chair, 

And your good choice from bill of fare. 
Bring with you friends for us to treat, 
You thus shall make our joy complete. 
Go then, this time, since it is due 

To meet dear friends waiting for you 
In that sweet home which loved ones grace, 
God bless that sacred place... 

And may His Holy Spirit give 

You peace and comfort while you live; 
Assured a place prepared is thine, 

Where Jesus bids us “Come and dine. ” 


On THE RIVER DELAWARE. 24/7/13. 


OUR GOOD CASHIER. 
“Call the labourers, and give them their hire” (Matt. 20. 6). 


Joy be yours who handle the cash, 
And long life with nothing to fash, 
Merry as we wish you to be, 

Each hour and moment you may see. 


Swift be thy fingers to handle the gold, 
Esteemed thy mood to young and old, 
Revered for justice to us all— 

Oh, may thy fortune never fall. 


Kept by the One who records keep, 
In Him ye’re safe, awake, asleep; 
No good but He’ ll give thee and thine— 


Earth’s pleasures, and then yonder shine. 
14/2/14. 
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NEARING THE HARBOUR. 
“He bringeth them unto their desired haven” (Psa. 107. 30). 


I SEE away yonder the harbour light 

Invitingly shining, beautifully bright ; 

While in the offing another I see, 

Now calling for us fast holding to lee, 

Still signalling to us onward to steer. 

Since He is the Pilot we need not fear 

The rocks, nor the shallows, nor the cross tides, 
For He knows the way who comes us to guide. 
Then speed we our vessel over the bar, 

Well knowing how safe we’re under His care. 
Oh, how like to our barque out on life’s sea, 
Tempest toss’d, storm driven, often are we, 
Tho’ ’tis not for ever, just in a while 

The sea will be crossed, and, oh, how we’ ll smile 
At sight of yon haven where perfect peace 
Awaits us all after life’s voyage shall cease, 
And we see our Pilot coming to take 

Us safe through the narrows when we awake 
From our last slumber we arise and soar 

To be with our Saviour for evermore ; 

How sweet ’ twill be then our loved ones to meet 
In that haven within the pearly gate. 


ENTERING St. JOHN'S HARBOUR. 8/10/13. 


GONE HOME. 
“Present with the Lord” (2 Cor. 5. 8). 


HoME in that place of joy and love, 
Home with Jesus in Heaven above, 
There they are waiting until we 
Gain the haven beyond life’s sea. 


Yes, they are waiting, oh, how sweet 
To know that we up there shall meet 
Each one who heard the Master’s “Come!” 
Oh, we both shall hear His “Come Home!” 


To Miss Fanny J. Crosby, after hearing about the departure 
home of her beloved sister. 


I MIGHT fain try to picture our Highlands being without the sweet 
summer song of soaring lark, but never could I imagine Heaven complete 
without every one of our believing friends of time joining their voices in the 
new song of the ransomed away up in the Paradise of God with Jesus and 
His saints. No, no, not one of them will be absent. Praise His Holy 


Name. 
9/4/14. 
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TO AN ADMIRER OF MY BOOK. 
“These things I write unto you” (1 John 2. 1). 


Goon friend, ye say ye like my verses 
As they are given in my book; 
My prayers go with them who rehearses 
The same; may all who at them look 
Be blessed for ever and a day 
Since ye regard the pains it took 
Me have them thus got up to stay 
When I, their author, cross the “brook, ” 
And upon heavenly mountains yonder, 
Amongst that host for ever bless’d, 
"Tis sweet to think that some will ponder 
O’er these, my verses, when I rest 
From the toil of daily labour 
And sad sorrow bringing grief, 
Which closely follows joy as neighbour 
Almost entwined—but life is brief. 


Life! ’tis like a bird in arbour, 
While leaves are green he sweetly sings 
Throughout summer sunshine ardour; 
But when bleak winter hoarfrost brings 
The little fellow, blithe and mellow, 
Spreads his pinions as doth his kind, 
Heeding not the storms that bellow— 
Fairer dominions he shall find 
To renew in far palm branches 
That song sang in a colder clime; 
Charming those who hear, entrances 
The dwellers in that land sublime. 
So ’tis with life, here on a visit, 
Sojourning in this house of clay; 
God planned and knows its time requisite 


*Mongst changing scenes—from Heaven away. 


Exposed to sin, pain, and anguish, 
Endangered by the tempter’s snare, 
Weak and faint, yea, often languish 
Till almost driven to despair; 
When, lo, it suddenly awakes 
By a calm voice saying, “Sin is rife 
In this vain world, but Jesus takes 


Thy part, and helps thee through the strife ; 


He knows thee well, thy elder brother 


Walked on this earth, sailed o’er her seas, 


And tempted like any other, 


But sinned not.” Ah, here life must please 
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Its God who hath thus divided 
In His kind providence its time 

On earth and in Heaven, not betided, 
But foreordained that it should chime 


With sweet accord, and not with sadness, 
While being thus exercised required 
Down here ere it can rise with gladness 
Up yonder to the home desired. 
Oh, like the sweet little songster 
That warbles on from morn till night, 
God keep my life-song here astir 
To please some soul and bring delight 
In summer time or winter weather 
However long I here remain. 
Then when he undoes life’s tether, 
Transplanting it on fairer plain, 
May those I leave here in the valley 
Find it hath comfort to them brought 
When alone, or with friends they rally, 
To peruse these lines I wrote 
In “Verses from My Diary,” given 
Here, bound in blue, and sent with prayer, 
That they who read, and I in Heaven, 
Might meet at last Christ’s joy to share. 


Oh, may this friendship never wither, 
Which binds me to thee and dear mother 
Of Edward Brice, the happy boy; 
William also without alloy ; 

John, the gift of God, bringing joy; 
And Mary Farmer, God employ 

The sweet smart girl and each brother. 
Nor do I now forget the other, 

Dear little David, now above 

With Jesus in yon realms of love; 

God keep the living and the dead, 

His arms be ever round them spread. 


THOUGH you be far removed from your Sandwick of seagrit Orcades, and I 
from sweet Oban amongst the mountains of Argyll, how good for us that 
we can meet here on the shores of merry England where we can enjoy the 
many benefits and privileges the Great Giver extends to us; not least of 


these is the opportunity of recalling the good old times with their pleasant 
associations. 


To myself there is nothing gives more pleasure than that just mentioned, 
and I must thank you for your oft-renewal of these soul-stirring visits, 
which I hope may last long and occur even more frequently in the future, 
not forgetting the happiness and cheer you give when you bring your lovely 
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children to visit me. “The Lord shall increase you more and more, you 
and your children” (Psa. 115. 14). 


Their adored grandfather never forgot to visit me, and in this his 
worthy son follows well in his footsteps. I thank you for your very kind 
appreciative remarks on my book of poetry. It cheers me while marching 
on toward that Happy Land, whereto the Lord’s people are “promoted. ” 
Until we meet there finally, may our Heavenly Father bestow His blessings 
abundantly upon your own self, your beloved wife, and loving children, 
is the fervent prayer of your sincere friend the author. 


LIVERPOOL. 10/11/13. 


PETITION AND COMMUNION. 
Psalm 143. 7, 8. 


Ou, surely blest it is to know 
That there is One who heeds our cry; 
Though sinners we, He loves us so, 
That He’s ne’er absent, but aye nigh. 


Oft we forget that God, the King 
Of kings, is near when sin assail; 

When she her meshes round us fling 
He’s with us, helping to prevail. 


An ever present God is He, 
Nearer than any earthly friend; 

Tho’ we His presence may not see, 
His nearness we do comprehend. 


Often when we feel most alone, 
And our petitions send on wing, 
Do we not hear Him thus commune, 
“Unto the Cross just simply cling?” 


“T am the First, and I’m the Last, 
I’ll never, never thee forsake 

Until ye finish your last task, 
And in My likeness do awake. ’ 


, 


Ah, me! there’s nothing sweeter given 
To us poor mortals here below 

Than this, to know the God of Heaven 
Hears us and helps us as we go. 


So be our prayers fervently, 
Until our journey here is run, 
And we in full communion be 
With the blest Three, the Three in One. 


At sea, 17/4/15. 
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TO A SHEPHERD OF NETHER LORN. 
Amos 7. 14-15. 


GoopD FRIEND, I trust ye won’t despise 
This book, which shows how much I prize 
That bonnie Rover, Clyde, or Maddy, 
Owned by thee, Highland shepherd laddie, 
With thy bonnet, plaid, and crook natty, 
Free as a bird of air, aye happy, 

Without one moment ill wasted, 

I likewise of thy joys have tasted. 

Long years have gone in memory’s keep, 
There are golden days when herding sheep 
On the green hills of Rudha Seil; 

’Tis the vocation I would hail 

With gladness. Tho’ here far at sea, 
This greeting warm I send to thee, 

Who upon the hills your way wending, 
Thus the dependent flock attending. 

At thy calling oft alone wholly, 

Save that ye have your faithful colli, 
Which closely at your heels follow 

Over mountain, fen, and hollow, 

Ready at your sign or whistle 

To lead some slowly, others hustle, 

These to scare, and those to gather, 

Where ye would have them ’mongst the heather. 
“Is he not gentle when them fetching?” 
Say they in admiration watching. 
Gentle, yea, noble is the creature, 

Of perfect instinct and good feature, 
Patient and docile shown when lingers 
Round him the child with teasing fingers ; 
Yet let aught to that child ill tender, 
Then quickly he’d turn stern defender, 
As its kind have shown in disasters 

Their fidelity t’ward their masters 

In time when storms had overtaken, 

And the body found—life forsaken ; 

There over him laid, dead and frozen, 

The creature which could, had he chosen, 
Homeward run, but leave embedded 

His master, ’lone ‘neath snowheap dreaded—- 
So likewise would your little fellow, 
Fleet of limb, and bark right mellow, 
Prove its worth if in such corner 

Ye were placed. Oh, fie on the scorner 
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At man’s best friend when in distress, 
But God bless the hand that him caress! 


To Mr. -———, the Hired Herd Boy, whose nice dog wins my book, 
V.F.M.D.” Prize at the Nether Lorn Cattle Show, 1913. 


WitH the sincerest regards of the author, whose happy childhood days 
have been passed at the dear old Clachan Bridge, near to where this little 
gift will be handed to you at the Cattle Show. May you live long, 
enjoying peace and happiness, knowing that the Great Shepherd Jesus, 
rigs ete for you. I pray that God will ever bless you.—Your sincere 
riend. 

At sea, homeward bound, 22/19/13. 


A PLEA FOR TEARS. 
Psalm 126. 5, 6. 


WHILE o’er life’s sea our frail bark steers, 
Twill ne’er reach port that’s free from tears; 
That stream which seems most full of grace 
Is what from eyes flows down the face 

Made in His image to despise 

That flow ’twould be to mock the skies. 
When gathering clouds drop down anew 
Showers which the thirsty ground bestrew, 
Not dewdrop on the grassblade-green, 

*Neath sunbeam seemeth so serene. 


Niagara in all her splendour 

Doth not surpass that fountain slender ; 
The longer in this vale we tarry, 

The cause for these we see vary— 

Sad partings, cold death, new made graves, 
And all that sympathy here craves. 

When sorrows surge around us deep, 

The floodgates open, and we weep! 

Ah, yes, we weep—our Saviour wept 
When standing where a brother slept. 


Oh, could we see His tear-dimmed eye 
When He stands with us as we cry! 

But well we know He shares our pain, 
Oft as these tears our cheeks now stain. 
So while we live He knows our grief, 
Bottles our tears. But what relief 

It is to know there shall not be 

On yonder golden strand one plea 

Given which would sad tears display, 


No, there God wipes them all away. 
At sea, 21/2/15. 
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WHITE HEATHER FROM MULL. 
Jeremiah 17. 6, 7, 8. 


Tuanks for the fragrant heath so white 

Which ye have sent to Broomhill Drive ; 
Its coming gave us that delight 

Which in our hearts shall aye survive. 
Whether it grew on Rossall Hill, 

Derrynacullen, or Benmore 
We know not; but it sent a thrill 

Within which brought back times of yore. 
Blessed be the hand that culled the heather, 

Blessed the fond heart that sent to me 
This token sweet which stands for ever 

True sign we won’t forgotten be. 

4/9/13. 


THE REVEREND HECTOR MACKINNON. 
Revelation 14. 13. 


T HE good man’s memoirs, friend, compile 
H is records that there are on file, 
E ach page reminding his loved style. 


R evered was he, servant of God, 
E steemed in each step o’er life’s road, 
V enerated aye with accord. 


H is good words all are treasured here, 

E ach of his doings we revere, 

C ould we forget his ways so dear? 

T hese thoughts come springing every day, 
O h! why was he taken away ? 

R eal gladly we would have him stay 


"M ongst us to tell yet more and more 

A bout the radiance of yon shore, 

C hrist’s truths to preach, souls to restore. 
K eep him we could not, but we know 

I n God’s good time we’ll also go, 

N or would we aye stay here below. 

N o! yonder we shall clasp the hand 

O f him, and loving friends who stand 

N ear to our Lord in that bright land. 


Mr. David Lawson, Session Clerk, Shettleston. 


My Dear Sir,-—Will you be pleased to put my name down in your list of 
subscribers for one of your books, “Memoirs of the Rev. Hector MacKinnon. ” 
the much-loved and now lamented minister of Jesus Christ, whom He truly 
followed in every step of his journey here below. 4/3/14. 
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ON RECEIVING AN EASTER CARD. 
“They remembered His words” (Luke 24. 8). 


Goop friends, tho’ ye be now not near 
To me, oh, may you have much cheer 
This Eastertide, tho’ solemn be 

Our thoughts of Him! We know that He 
Did bear our sins on Calvary, 

Finished the work upon yon tree. 

His hands were pierced, His brow was torn, 
Tortured, and suffered all forlorn. 

No loving friend to go and bring 

Him soothing draught from yon clear spring, 
No one His sorrows for to share. 

Ah, no, alone He suffered there! 

The Saviour for the sinner bled 

And died, then buried with the dead 

In tomb wherein none else were laid, 
After their hatred was displayed 

Christ Himself, the resurrection. 
Methinks I see them in that room, 
Lamenting His most awful doom! 
Assembled there His chosen few, 

Who knew not what they were to do, 
Because they thought they’d see no more 
That blessed One just gone before. 

Then at His grave that group bewailed 
The sore bereavement which assailed 
Them, till bleak night caused them repair 
Homeward grieving, death did not spare 
The One who captured all their love, 
Making this earth seem Heaven above. 
They wished the past could be undone, 
That that long dark lone night was gone. 
They’d haste where He was laid alone, 
But who would roll away the stone 
From that place where He was asleep ? 
Could they but have one little peep, 

Just one look at the face so sweet? 

His hands all torn, yea, and his feet 

By nails. But, oh, twas break of day, 
They must be out and haste away 

Again in deep, deep grief to mourn 

For Him while yet ’twas early morn 

Of the third day. Ah, waes them! near 
Were the soldiers guarding. What fear 
They? Terrified and awestruck stand 
Unsoldierlike, no sword in hand, 
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But trembling at the awful sight, 

Bright shining angels robed in white, 
Who to the few had spoke thus plain: 
“Whom seek ye here? We know your pain, 
Ye came to weep where He was lain, 

He who on Calvary was slain. 

But He’s not here now, He hath risen! 
Thought ye this earth could imprison 
God’s Son? From now His own can sing 
Through Him, ‘O death, where is thy sting? 
O grave, where is thy victory?’ 

Christ led thy power captivity, 

Yea, bruised its head beneath His heel, 
And now the world unto Him kneel. 

But, come ye now, see where He lay, 
From here He rose without delay 

A victor, He, to prove that ye 

Shall rise too from corruption free. 

But go ye now and tell the rest 

Who followed Him, the Saviour blest 
Hath risen up, and they may see 

Him this same hour at Galilee, 

There to hold with them communion, 

And rejoice at the reunion.” 

Ah, who could give the least detail 

Of feelings with which they did hail 

The scenes wrought then before their eyes? 
Those shining heralds from the skies, 

The thunderbolt with lightning stroke, 
The quaking earth and rending rock, 
God’s power revealed there having sway 
The heavy tombstone rolled away 

From off the grave ‘bout which they wept 
All those three days that Jesus slept, 
Holding His presence sweet withdrawn, 
As they had thought till morning dawn. 
When lo! to them a sight was given, 
Which brought them back the joy of Heaven, 
For there in ’midst of that small band 

As He was wont Jesus did stand 

Again. Their Lord called each by name, 
Setting their hearts once more aflame, 
Seeing Him there in life revealed 

Whom the dark grave would hold concealed 
For aye. But, oh, their Master’s voice! 
He who was dead! Alive! Rejoice! 

They did rejoice, and so do we, 

Who now by faith those doings see. 
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They see Him do some deeds which thrilled, 
And listened while wild waves He stilled; 
They walked and talked and sailed the sea 
With Him; yea, and at Bethany 

They see Him weep beside the mound 
Where Lazarus slept in the cold ground; 
They followed Him to Olivet’s brow, 
As they oft had done to and fro; 

But this time, for the last it proved, 
Ere from their circle small removed. 

For there He made them comprehend: 
“Thus I’m to leave you and ascend 
Unto my Father; but I’ll come 

Again to take you with Me home. 

But ye must first to nations preach, 

The Gospel truth ye shall them teach. 
And, lo, the Comforter shall dwell 

With you always, but now, farewell!” 
With outstretched hands He blessed them thus: 
“My Father calls Me! Trust in us, 

Dear friends, My peace is yours always. ” 
Then vanished upward from their gaze, 
Their joy with awe and sorrow savoured, 
Tho’ they were of all men most favoured. 
We were not privileged to share 

His real loved presence as they were; 
Yet their joy was not more complete 
Than ours, when in His Name we meet; 
So sweet to us His sayings cleaveth, 

“He that liveth and believeth 

Shall never die!” “Come unto Me 
And I will give thee life.” “Come ye 
Yourselves apart and rest awhile.” 

Oh, hear these words, think of His smile 
At those poor sinners, all despised 

By men; think how He sympathised 
With yon poor widow; His command 
Restored the man his withered hand; 
Giving the blind their sight, and charms 
A babe He fondled in His arms. 

Our Brother, yet Divinity, 

The second in the Trinity, 

Who condescended to come down 

From yonder realm to claim and own 
The souls of our poor fallen race, 

Whom for to save He took their place 
Submissively, yielding the Ghost 

That we might live and not be lost ; 
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Tho’ now, since then some centuries, 
Brought plenipotentiaries, 
Astounding in their enterprise, 
Christ’s deed on Calvary arise 
Anon to each succeeding age. 
Ah, nothing else doth half engage 
Like this our mind, our heart, our soul, 
While hastening on toward the goal 
At which we'll halt, then be carried, 
Like Him unto the grave and buried, 
Like Him to slumber in the clay, 
Like Him we’ ll rise; we on that day 
Like Him shall be only in this— 
From Him we’ ll differ when in bliss 
Through all eternity. Our Lord 
Will bear the marks of nail and sword, 
The wounds received when on the Cross 
Shall His sweet hands and feet emboss— 
The rarest gems which we shall prize, 
The fairest sight in Paradise. 
Those marks will be which He shall bear, 
Where we'll receive our crown to wear, 
*Midst seraph’s throng the Lamb adoring, 
On that approaching Easter morning. 

On THE RIVER DELAWARE. 20/5/14. 


RICH. 
“Rich in good works” (1 Tim. 6. 18). 
To Miss Rich. 
R ich indeed, abounding in wealth, 
I s she whose soul’s eternal health 


C omes from above; to her is given 
H is grace, until safe home in Heaven. 


At sea, 26/11/13. 


LISTEN TO GOD. 
Proverbs 23. 26. 


“My son, give Me thine heart. ” 
Son, hear Him, do thy part; 

Give Him thy heart. He saved 
Me, for my soul He craved; 

Thine He’ll save, and thee crown— 
Heart and soul let Him own. 


An Advice to a Young Friend. 
20/11/13. 
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LINES TO A WESLEYAN MINISTER FRIEND. 
“Now to him that worketh is the reward” (Rom. 4. 4-8). 


In thy “book” there are lines by parents and friends, 
And all are so sweetly given, 

About grace, love, peace, and joy that ne’ er ends, 
And the meeting again in Heaven. 


True servant of God, here at thy request 
I also add my infusion; 

*Tis this: May ye go forward at His behest, 
To all places, there’s no intrusion. 


In palace or cot, down here it’s thy lot 
To follow where the Spirit leadeth, 

To tell of that love, the robe without spot, 
And of that place where Jesus pleadeth 


For thee, and for me, for them, yea, for all 
Who would come to the Cross believing ; 

Ah, yes, let them know that He doth still call, 
“Come, ‘tis sinners I am receiving. ” 


Go forward now, tell of the Great White Throne, 
You’ ll find that it always pleases 

The careworn and sad, the weary and prone, 
To be told of their home with Jesus. 


Then when ye shall reach that beautiful land, 
To receive His-final blessing ; 
Friend, He’ li hold out to thee His nail-torn hand, 


Oh, sweetly will be his caressing ! 
At sea, 11/1/14. 


WE LONG FOR YOUR RETURN. 
Genesis 31. 49. 


WHEN are ye coming back, my lass? 
Oh, quickly may the moments pass, 

So that my wee, wee wife may come 
Again to brighten up our home. 

The hours seem days, and days like years 
Since ye left us; ah, nothing cheers 

My heart now since I cannot see 

The girl that’s all the world to me! 


RIVER DELAWARE. 2/9/13. 
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MAGGIE SINCLAIR, OBAN, SEIL. 
Proverbs 31. 30. 


M aggie Sinclair, Oban, Seil, 

A h, here I’d like give in detail 

G lowing accounts of girl and place. 

G od decked both with charm and grace; 
I_ know the girl and her parents, 

E ach famed for being to God adherents. 


S eil I know from end to end, 

I ts beauties could not here be penned; 
N 0 other island of the seas 

C ould native and stranger please 

L ike that sweet gem, with verdure green, 
A nd habitation all serene, 

Inhabitants with folks that are 

R eady good things with others share. 


Oh, Maggie, fair and in thy youth, 
B eloved of all, here I produce 

A few short lines in thy sweet book, 
N ot minding who may at them look. 


S o long as they may bear with me. 

E xtending wishes good for thee— 

I pray there may to thee be given 

L ong life here, then a home in Heaven. 


My Dear YounGc FriEND MAGGIE,—It gives me great pleasure to write 
these few words in your nice new birthday book, which you shall have to 
enjoy many years after the writer of this hath been called away home. 


Your name brings vividly before me here your loving parents and 
clachan friends—a people and place all very dear to me. 


May you have many names added to this. May yours be a happy and 
useful life, your name written in the Lamb’s Book, your robes kept white, 
always ready to hear Jesus say unto you, “Rise up, My love, My fair one, 
and come away.” 


Now, my dear young friend, at your request I write a copy of my piece, 
“Be Careful What You Write,” trusting you will be pleased with the same. 
And now, Maggie, let me ask of you a favour. Will you, some day, when 
I am sailing over oceans far away, and you return to our beloved native 
home at the Clachan Bridge, visit yon green knoll overlooking the lovely 
islands and sail-bedecked Sound separating these from Mull of the Mountains 
and high peaked Morven afar; I say, visit where I had my little “shealing” 
when, with my faithful Rover, I tended to the lowing herd with their frisky 
young. Your dear parents will tell you where that, to me, sacred spot is 
found upon the hills of Rudha Seil. Thereto I would ask you take your 
precious book, and from it read the verses here enclosed, just for the sake 
of happy, happy days which are gone to return no more. Ever your 
sincere friend in Him. 6/3/14. 
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TO ONE OF HIS OWN. 
“My soul, wait thou only upon God” (Psa. 62. 5). 


Younc friend, what can I write down here 
That may appeal to thee, 

And to your soul glad message bear 
When I’m far out at sea? 


There are so many themes that spring 
Quickly before my ken; 

But to inscribe these all wont bring 
True glory to my pen. 


There’s nothing lasting here below 
*Bout which to thee I’d write; 

All that men’s eyes behold must go, 
And banished be from sight. 


Yes, from the sight of mortal man, 
Who maketh now such boast 

Of various schemes which he do plan, 
Regardless of their cost. 


The cost, not reckoning in gold 
Am I when thus I speak 

Of them, who for that dross have sold 
Their soul which God did seek. 


Ah, sad it is to see them spurn 
The Saviour’s tender love; 
Oh, let us urge them now return 

And seek real joys above! 


We both have heard His gracious voice, 
And since we’ve heard Him call, 
Each day and hour we do rejoice 
In Him, our all in all. 


And what He gives to us we’ll share 
With others of our race, 

Reminding them they must prepare 
To meet Him face to face. 


Ah, there can no escaping be 
For the impure or chaste— 
Death, Judgment, and Eternity, 
T’ ward these each one now haste. 
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Till then, dear friend, you’ ll do your part, 
And I’ ll try to do mine 

For Him with willing hand and heart, 
And in His likeness shine. 


Then yonder, when we’ ll meet at last, 
We'll praise Jesus our Guide, 
Whose loving arms were round us cast, 
Till safe at His side. 
At sea, 27/6/14. 


NE’ ER DESPOND. 
“T will not fail thee, nor forsake thee” (Joshua 1. 5). 


Ou, tried friend, do not now despair! 

Forget not God for thee doth care— 
Thou art His, ne’er despond, 
Press on, there’s light beyond. 


Tho’ clouds His lovely face obscure, 
When trials come hard to endure, 
Thou art His, etc. 


There is no darkness that can hide 
Thee from that strong unfailing Guide, 
Thou art His, etc. 


Bereaved; alone, with sorrow’s tears, 
He sees thy grief, thy prayer He hears. 
Thou art His, etc. 


He knows thy heart, He Himself wept 
When by yon grave where His friend slept. 
Thou art His, etc. 


Think ye aye of that happy place, 
Where we shall see Him face to face. 
Thou art His, etc. 


Heed not the moaning of the bar, 
Keep looking to your Guiding Star. 
Thou art His, etc. 


Tho’ angry waves thy frail barque toss, 
Fear not, He’ll take thee safe across. 
Thou art His, etc. 


Then ye shall meet time’s loving friends, 
With Jesus Christ where joy ne’er ends. 
Thou art His, etc. 
At sea, 29/2/16. 
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IN THE LAST YAWNING CHASM. 
“Tt is appointed unto men once to die” (Heb. 9. 27). 


Ou, why should God-forgiven sinners tremble 

At thought of the pale messenger’s approach ? 
Thus fearing him, but makes them resemble 

Those whom the arch tempter, unchecked, encroach ; 
Tossed are they like spindrift out on the ocean, 

Not finding safe haven wherein to rest ; 
Whereas the Pilot, with true devotion, 

Keeps pointing to the harbour, peaceful, blest, 
Beyond which earthly toilings are ended. 

Ah, there the old fiend cannot set one snare 
To mar our joy. When with Christ ascended 

We’ ll have left behind us all things that were 
Here so often dreaded; and, moreover, 

Pain, sorrows, partings, and relentless death 
Cannot wing that abyss; then we’ll discover 

For ourselves—when we’ ve drawn our latest breath 
And we enter the pearly gate yonder— 

That the half hath never been told us here 
Of that all-refulgent land of wonder, 

Where the Tree of Life, whose healing leaves ne’ er sere, 
Grows within the garden vernal, 

With splendour delightful to eye and ear, 
When we gather in those regions eternal, 

Where the Lord will give us white robes to wear. 
Yes, Jesus who. passed through Gethsemane, 

Bearing Calvary’s Cross and shame for our sake, 
Will help us face that last dreaded enemy, 

Yea, passing through the valley our hand He’ II take. 
All these prospects should our faith strengthen, 

While our feet are hastening us toward the grave; 
He, who our days can shorten or lengthen, 

Will not let dark Jordan our souls o’erlave. 
Ah, no, when our clay house frail is falling, 

And nature our imprisoned soul lets free, 
The sweetest voice ever heard keeps calling, 

“Be not ye afraid, for I am with thee, 
To bear thee safely over the river, 

Now already crossed are sweet friends of thine, 
Waiting to have thee where naught can sever, 

Nor break that circle formed by Me and Mine. ” 


Orr SABLE JSLAND, 8/10/14, 
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To-pay the precious remains of our dearly beloved King Edward is being 
laid to rest where kings and queens slumber on undisturbed in the noble 
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KING EDWARD’S FUNERAL. 
“King of Peace” (Heb. 7. 2). 


Winpsor! the whole world in sentiment to-day 
Centres where ye on thy Round Tower display 

The British Royal Standard lowered half mast, 
Indicating grief, oft seen in the past 

By those folks whose age and memory have fled ; 
Yet in their day, like us, mourned for their dead 
As we some few years since wailed our loved queen, 
Victoria the Good, of memory serene, 
Whose place in our hearts we would give to none. 
Bereaved we did feel when her task was done, 

Tho’ we knew that God her service did own, 
Placed on her brow an immortal crown 

In exchange for that which here she did wear 

Long after her diamond jubilee year. 


Ah, now again there’s sorrow on us laid, 

For her son who hath reigned but one decade, 

To Saint George’s Chapel our thoughts take wing, 
Where Edward, the Peacemaker, our loving king 
Is laid in the grave to take his last sleep; 
Undisturbed he’ll be, but, wae’s us, we weep 
With his son, King George, by whom shall be filled 
The place thus made vacant, since God hath willed 
To call his loved father to Heaven’s reward, 
’Midst shouts of seraphs and angelic guard. 

Oh, there entered into yon shining abode 

The Peacemaker’s soul to be with his God, 

And his loved Saviour, Jesus the Son— 

Ah, there we shall meet him before the throne! 


St. George’s, Windsor. 


We shall always revere his happy memory as a great king, a peace- 
making king, a Christian king, who loved his own subjects and all peoples. 
He loved peace, he reigned in peace, and now God hath taken him home 


By the Royal Palace where he was host, 

And where above all he was loved the most 

By those present, happy then—now they weep 
Because there he’s been laid in death’s deep sleep. 


to fully enjoy Heaven’s eternal perfect peace. 


Vos, og sidden vor godt og chjarra Dronning Alexandra. 


og saga, Gud var snella og ver vos hun vi elska meggen. 


Vi gratta, 


THE TRAVELLER’S COMPANION. 277 


Before King Edward’s bier our heads 

We bow, and wail, “The King is dead!” 

Yet, loyal to the throne we sing, 

“Long live King George! God save the King!” 
_ Written with all humility by one of H.M.G.M’s. subjects in all 
sincerity. 
Havre, FRANCE. 20/5/10. 


“MOTHER’S SERMON.” 
Proverbs 6. 20. 


Ou, thou famed preacher whom God made clever, 
Fluent of speech, long may ye deliver 

Such bless’d discourses, bringing salvation 
Through Christ to your every congregation. 

O’er all the world may city and hamlet 

Give ear to thy subject writ on this pamphlet, 
Refreshing, inspiring thy “Mother’s Sermon, ” 
Absorbing my soul like dew of Hermon 

O’er fair Zion. Each word here given 

Brings before me God, Jesus Christ, Heaven. 


And all the sweet things that I’ ve ever heard 
From my own dear parents, who did regard 
The old, old story, and not once nor twice 
Only, but often, I’ve had their advice 

On how to live each moment, day, and year 
It would be His will to let me sojourn here; 
Nor would I wish my years long extended, 
Now, since those loved ones both ascended, 
Tho’ at all times I say, “Thy will be done, ” 
I shall not sorrow when life’s sands are run, 


For then I shall be free from sin and pain, 

And meet so many of Time’s friends again. 

Many who have crossed with me o’er wide seas 

Are at home with Jesus. Oh, how t’will please 

My raptured soul; ah, how I shall rejoice 

Then when I hear father and mother’s voice! 

Thoughts of them now sets my heart aflame, 

For I loved them dearly, and both the same. 

To be like them God help me determine— 

All their lives was to me a sermon. 
WRITTEN after reading “Mother’s Sermon, ” by Rev. Wm. Ashley Sunday, 
printed in a pamphlet, which had been so kindly sent to me by my very 
dear countryman, kinsman, and friend, late of Innie Ardnahua, Kilninver, 
Rev. Dr. Alexander M‘Lachlan, of Claysville, Pittsburg. : 


At sea, 16/12/13. 
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DIANA AND DAPHNE DAVIDSON. 
Psalm 16. 11. 
Dana and Daphne Davidson, 
I nto each word that’s here upon 
Awish is breathed by your old friend; 
N ow, what would you that God would send? 
All things are His to give—good health, 


A merry heart, wisdom, and wealth; 
Numberless friends, kind, good, true, wise, 
Delightful in each enterprise ; 


Deserving trust, bringing good cheer, 
All times while ye’re sojourning here. 
P ut your trust in Him every hour, 

He gives His secret, priceless dower, 
N eeded all time while here you live 
E xposed to dangers. Oh, He’ll give 


D ue charge to angels for to keep 
A watch o’er you, awake, asleep, 
V iewing you both from yonder throne— 
I n life, in death, ye are His own. 
D early beloved young friends of mine, 
S weet be your life until you shine 
On high, where we’ ll with Jesus dwell, 
Never to part or say farewell! 
To the Misses Diana and Daphne Davidson, Government House, 
St. John’s Newfoundland. 


In affectionate remembrance of your crossing over the ocean with us, and 
your kind, sweetly visits each time we return to port. May you live long 
to fully enjoy all the many choice blessings which I pray God will be 
pleased to bestow upon you. lEver yours in the children’s friend. 


St. JoHN’s. 5/10/14. 


VISITING GOVERNMENT HOUSE. 
Psalm 65. 4. 
THERE are mansions many in my Father’s house, 
And Jesus prepareth a place there for me. 
To-day here your Excellencies kindly and crouse, 
In “Government House” makes it clear there shall be 
Finally for us a sweet meeting above, 
Where good things await us we can’t now express. 
Oh, then, till we meet there, I pray that God’s love 
May yourselves and dear children bless and caress. 
GRATEFULLY remembering the honour bestowed on me by the cordial 
reception received from their Excellencies, Sir Walter Davidson, Governor, 


and Lady Davidson, and their dear little children, the Misses Diana and 


Daphne, at the Government House, St. John’s, Newfoundland. With 
sweetest recollections. 5/10/14. 
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“THOUGHT CONTROL. ” 
“Let that mind be in you which was also in Christ Jesus (Phils 2.5). 


O Gop, who from our infant days 

Didst care for us in all our ways, 

Tho’ many haltings and delays, 

Through all those scenes which oft dismays, 
Mars that good progress which repays 

While here we’re tutored in time’s school; 
Oh, Jesus, Saviour of man’s soul, 

Do Thou Thyself our thoughts control! 


If with each other we compete 

In market place, or when we meet 
Salute when passing on the street ; 

If we would have our joy complete 

Let nothing from our minds retreat 
Which would not Thee all times extol! 
Oh, Jesus, Saviour of man’s soul, 

Do Thou Thyself our thoughts control. 


If up on mountains herding sheep, 

Out in broad fields ripe grain we reap, 
Down in the mine where sun ne’er peep, 
Or from shipboard while wild waves sweep, 
Casting our nets down in the deep, 

Or by the desk writing the scroll, 

Oh, Jesus, Saviour of man’s soul, 

Do Thou Thyself our thoughts control! 


Tho’ life’s storms would our barque assail, 
And fiercly rage the threatened gale, 

We fear not, for they can’t prevail, 

Since we have aye at our avail 

The Almighty Power that never fail, 
Ready to comfort and console ; 

Oh, Jesus, Saviour of man’s soul, 

Do Thou Thyself our thoughts control! 


While life lasts be Thyself our Guide, 
All times beneath Thy wings we hide, 
Let nothing Thee and us divide; 
Bless God, our souls in Thee confide, 
Till safe at last on yonder side, 

All praising Thee while ages roll; 
Oh, Jesus, Saviour of man’s soul, 


Do Thou Thyself our thoughts control! 
20/7/13. 
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THE BUSH OF WATER WILLOWS. 
“Willows of the brook” (Lev. 23. 40). 


SWEET burn, meandering from Benmore, 
Same as ye have in days of yore, 

With gentle murmur through the vale, 
Refreshing Duloch, then Loch Seil; 
Oh, lovely is each sheltering nook, 
Kissed by thy waters, charming brook! 


On thy green banks there is one spot 
Time from my memory cannot blot; 
By day I think, at night I dream 

Of that place by thy crystal stream ; 
It lends enchantment to the ground, 
The scene can easily be found. 


When one a precious hour would while, 
By the king’s highway one half mile; 
West of Duachy’s ornate house, 

Where dwells good people, kind and crouse, 
Who would be willing for to show 

To all this place which haunts me so. 


Step off the highway at the road 

Leading to Benmore; oh, I’ve trod 

That path so oft, with little thought 
*Twould be some day with memories fraught, 
That tho’ afar on angry billows, 

Vd think about those water willows. 


To these I’ve led you, friend, but, hush! 
While standing by this sacred bush 
*Twas here my loving father wrought 

His latest task; from here he brought 
That which for gold he would not pledge, 
Those willows for his garden hedge. 


However far one might wander away from the home of his youth, how- 
ever concerned he might be with duties allotted him amongst peoples in his 
immediate surroundings, be those duties, peoples, and places ever so inter- 
esting, excellent, and attractive in those parts of his adoption, never doth 
these endearments withhold his keenest memories from winging away back 
to those darling far-off scenes of yore; whether they be nestled in some busy 
city, peaceful hamlet, or flowery glen, therein are retained scenes which the 
longing exile recall and ponder over, because to him they are sweetly sacred 
as ’twere Heaven’s own borderland. 


Thus doth my thoughts speed forth to-day towards my dear old homes at 
tranquil Ardunhua, and select Clachan Seil, where we’ve spent so many 
happy days roaming amongst those calm still dales, and many a treasured 
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spot; amongst which there are but few more endearing to me than that in 
the glade where grows those comely water willows from which our dearly 
beloved father chose to cull a faggot of slender twigs for the replenishing of 
his much admired hedge, enclosing the garden by our hallowed little cottage 
near the bridge. 


This proved to be the very last task at which his loving hands were to 
be engaged, and, oh, wae’s me, how it did appeal to me then; and now after 
years have fled, oh, his was the life that was worthy of admiration. 


He, having been to Park Farm, Kilninver, and returning homeward, 
passing Duachy, he stepped off the road. He applied the knife, gathered 
and carried with him a bundle of those twigs which he took and planted 
round his garden, though our beloved mother tried to persuade him to leave 
that undone till morning on account of the day being very stormy and wet, 
and he having been drenched through. Being a man of powerful limb and 
will, he, however, persisted on putting them down into the ground while they 
were yet fresh and sappy; moreover, he never would leave to-day’s work 
for to be done on the morrow, never, no never. 


That night, to our unspeakable sorrow, he took ill, and though all that 
love, will, and skill could accomplish was administered, we could not 
retain him longer than a few short days, when the pale messenger entered 
our grief-stricken home, and after this fair angels carried our lovely father 
away from our arms, our hearts, our tears, to be at home with Jesus whom 
he so loved, and to be with many of his kindred in the eternally vernal 
garden of God. 

The garden hedge stands yonder where he planted it, still flourishing, 
reminding us, his children who so adored him, of the last thing he had done. 


The willow bush also grows by the gurgling stream, cared for and 
cherished by the ideal companions of our charming old school days. Yes, 
by the still Loch Seil there are they with open hearts and hand, as were 
their worthy forebears in Duachy, famed aye for their benignity. 


When I answer God’s call, and friends lay me to rest 
’Mong my kindred up on Cnoe Aingeal, 

May my grave then with those water willows be dress’d 
Which grew by that Duachy channel. 


WritTEN on the thirty-second anniversary of our darling father’s depar- 
ture Home. In sweetest remembrance of himself and mother beloved. 


Their affectionate son, DUNCAN. 
28/3/14. 


A FRIEND LEAVING FOR THE ANTIPODES. 
“Thou shalt behold the land that is very far off” (Isa. 33. 17). 


Forks do not meet by chance, 
God plans their meeting 
His Kingdom to advance 
While moments are fleeting ; 
Yea, His cause to enhance, 
“His will” completing: 
Tho’ we part we’ ll meet once 


Again ’ midst heavenly greeting. 
5/4/13. 
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WHEN ALL IS OVER. 


“I trust I shall shortly see thee, and we shall speak face 
to face’. (3 John 14). 


THE author of those most lovely verses 

Must have been truly fully God-inspired ; 

Whoever. those, without tears, rehearses, 
Hath not lost a mother by all admired, 

As was the one with whom we’ ve just parted 
On thirteenth January, nineteen-thirteen, 

Leaving us, her children, broken-hearted, 
Since her lovely face is no more here seen 

To charm our souls with her kindly visage. 
So sweet and tender her mellow voice 

Came as from an angel, with rare message 
To soothe the downcast, bidding them rejoice! 

Her generous hands that were always giving 
Aye unstintingly to each needful one 

Are also still. Ah, that she were living! 
But again we’ ll meet her when day is done. 


InN remembrance of our darling mother, and with kindly thoughts of all 
those genial friends who have written such touching letters of sympathy to 
us, her bereaved family. 


For them we wish all that is pleasant here till all is over; then a place 
in glory with God and mother. Her affectionate son. 
At sea, 20/7/14. 


ALONE AT SEA. 
“Yet not alone” (John 16. 32). 


THE morning is beautiful! 

His ways are wonderful, 
Especially so out here; 

His loved presence seems so near 
To me, yea, His voice I hear 
Saying, “Be ye dutiful! 

Ye know that I o’er you rule, 
Then let Me your life control 
Always, not in part, but the whole 
Of your being, heart and soul, 
And your measure will be full 
To overflowing, ever 

To follow Me endeavour, 

Until beyond life’s fever, 

At home up there, where never 
Aught shall Me and thee sever. 


Sabbath Morning at Sea, 10/5/14. 
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“Verily there is a reward for the righteous” (Psa..58. 11). 
To Lachlan Ferguson, Esq. 


In fond remembrance of much kindness received on our visit to your 
lovely Kilbride (31/3/13), when visiting the last resting-place of dear old 
friends, and for the many times our family have heard our beloved mother 
speak most endearingly of the happy days both of you spent together long, 
long ago at the manse of Kilmore, Glenfeochan. 
How sweet were those dear days that are past! 
We sorrow that they did not last 
For long, but oh, their joy so vast 
Are ever in our memories cast ! 
I HOPE you may live long to fully enjoy all the blessings our Heavenly 
Father may be pleased to bestow upon you under the sure, safe guidance of 
Jesus as Pilot, is the prayer and best wishes of your old friend the author. 
5/4/13. 
MY ADVOCATE. 
1 John 2. 2. 


My Advocate! You ask me who is He? 

His client am I that soon will tell thee, 
God’s Beloved Son, Jesus is His Name, 

Into this world a little child He came; 

Grew up to manhood with character pure 
And spotless, tho’ sin did try to allure, 
Severe as the tempter this day tempt me, 

In my weakness. But ’twas all a need be, 
So ordered of God, who sent His own Son 

To do for me what I could not have done, 
My own soul réstore when fallen from grace. 
This I could not do, so He took my place 
And suffered that death on Calvary’s Tree, 
That I poor sinner ransomed should be, 

And thus by His blood my soul He hath won. 
He only can my shortcomings atone, 

And tho’ as prodigal I often rove, 

Mingling among scenes which some won't approve, 
Along o’er life’s road in this weary land 

Till before the judgment throne I shall stand, 
Deserving nothing but eternal grudge 

Of God, the supreme and righteous Judge, 
To whom I could not offer one excuse. 

For my sins, and to hear me He’d refuse ! 
But when endeth my earthly race 

He’ ll listen to Him who pleadeth my case, 
And fearless I’ 1l enter the pearly gate, 

For yonder stands Jesus, my Advocate. At sea, 19/12/10. 
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AN OLD TIME FRIEND GONE HOME. 
“Absent from the body, and present with the Lord” (2 Cor. 5. 8). 


THEY are leaving us so quickly, 
All bound for yon bright land, 
Where, before the Saviour meekly, 
Our loved ones take their stand, 
And the next time we shall see them 
They’ 11 be arrayed in white; 
Oh, sweetly they shall welcome us 
Into those realms of light. 
In loving remembrance of our dear friend, Mr. Alexander 
M‘Farlane, Stonefield Cottage, Oban, Seil. 
Eldest son of the late Captain M‘Farlane, H.M.S.’s F.F., and brother 
of the late Captain Andrew M‘Farlane, of the P.F., Glasgow. 


A TRUE patriot was “Sandy, ” a favourite of the people. Since my child- 
hood I fondly remember him as a most genial neighbour, and now that he is 
gone from amongst us we shall miss him from his wonted place in his well- 
kept flower garden, surrounding the snugly cottage of Stonefield Croft. 


But when the clouds have vanished, and yon morning sun has risen, 
then we shall see him again. So, why should we mourn when God removes 
our friends of time? Are we not also hastening after them to that home 
sublime? 


PHILADELPHIA. 7/4/14. 


FONDLY REMEMBERED. 
1 Corinthians 1. 2-10. 


Ou, what sweet thoughts to memory cling, 
Tho’ times’ pendulum steadily swing, 
Marking the moments fleet take wing, 
Increasing years which changes bring 
*Mong loving friends of long ago, 

Whose fellowship we cherish so, 

That tho’ long absence here below, 
There’s still a tie which binds we know, 
Right well true friendship is ne’er fain, 

But real, aye lasting without wane; 

Here ’twill wax stronger, and each grain 
Shall flourish still on Heaven's bright plain, 
Where old time friends shall one day meet, 
Rehearsing on yon golden street 

Those things which made life’s joy complete 
While marching t’ ward that calm retreat. 
Oh, when we’ ll reach our new estate 

With Jesus, then we'll oft relate 

All sweet things memory shall dictate 

To us within Heaven’s pearly gate. 


HALIFAX, N.S. 8/10/14. 
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OUR TWO BELOVED “HECTORS. ” 
“Mighty men of valour” (Joshua 10. 7). 


Wr’ VE had our brave Hector MacDonald, 
And our Christ-like Hector MacKinnon— 
Both true Highlanders, here empanel’d 
On record with men of renown. 
One, forward ’midst clash of armour, 
Led followers wielding the sword; 
The other, with much living fervour, 
Fought his battles preaching the Word. 


Oh, who doth not know the life’s story 
Of these sons of island and glen? 
Their valiance crowned them with glory, 
Which shall tarry ever ’mongst men. 
Each was handsome in appearance, 
Remarkably generous of heart, 
While embued with perseverance 
They right amicably played their part. 


Tho’ regarding the position 
To which their ambition them brought, 
They altered not in the transition, 
But aye with humility wrought. 
There were no change found in their bearing, 
Tho’ high on the mountain of fame, 
From yon manly faces endearing 
The heart cheering smiles ever came. 


On many far fields of battle 
The great warrior proved his steel], 
That his claymore was no wattle, 
His generalship made armies reel. 
The preacher in eloquence excelled, 
When soothing saint or warning sinner; 
Oh, how he doubts and fears expelled, 
This Spirit-led great soul-winner! 


What both accomplished in their sphere 
For country, king, and humanity, 
Cannot be reckoned, but sincere 
Will be treasured their urbanity. 
Alas! alas! that there not still 
Amongst us our hearts inspiring 
As they were wont. But, oh, God’s will, 
He their services was requiring ! 
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In other realms, where He commands, 
Shining hosts of countless numbers 
With palms and golden harps their hands 
Ne’er weary, nothing there encumbers. 
And up among that white-robed band 
Now our many friends are mingling, 
And yet in that review that’s grand, 
In our memory we keep singling. 


The forms of some whom here we knew, 
And upheld with acclamation, 

Of these none oft’ner than the two 
Here recalled with adoration 

For what they’ ve done no tongue can tell. 
Ah, their passing caused much weeping! 

And tears still come, tho’ they rest well 
"Neath the mound where each is sleeping. 


They’ ll be missed from their native land, 
While time’s moments fleet keep flying; 
But we know that angels now stand 
On guard o’er where they are lying— 
One in Edina’s silent “Dean, ” 
One in Shettleston’s “Sandymount. ” 
Most worthy were they the serene, 
Sweet tokens which are shown throughout. 


These engravings, carvings, and art, 
On tombstones of choice selection, 
Show how excellent they played their part, 
These “Hectors” of our heart’s affection; 
Nor time, nor death can quench that flame, 
Our love for them, and friends here given, 
Will stronger weld until we claim 
Their fellowship again in Heaven. 


WRITTEN after reading the most touching account rendered in “Memoirs 
of Rev. Hector MacKinnon, ” by his wife. Allso beautifully given, should 
be seen, secured, and read by all people, especially Highlanders, who are 
sure to give him a lasting place in their sweetest memory ; should also have 
his “Memoirs” in a most prominent place amongst their volumes most 
sacred and select. 


Oft-times as we were privileged to see and hear him, ever and anon there 
arose before our vivid recollections of the other great Hector, who with 
him here shared warm places in our heart’s affection. 


Alas! that both are laid so far removed 

From yon heathclad hills where in youth they roamed; 
But their names last in each Highland abode, 

Till we next see them with Jesus and God 
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Never shal] we forget this famed preacher’s beautiful sermon from Luke 
6. 12, given by him in Park Church, Glasgow, 6.30 p.m., 23rd July, 1911. 


We felt sure that this faithful servant often practised as did his Master, 
“That he went out into a mountain to pray, and continued all night in 
prayer to God.” Otherwise He would not have had given him yon fervent 
inspiration. My, but he was grand on this, as he was on every occasion. 


Oh, why should we have such leaning towards lingering in these passing 
scenes here, when we know that up yonder awaits us happy welcome of 
loved ones, now rejoicing amongst the fadeless flowers of Paradise, the 
everlasting inheritance of such as he. 


Our fervent prayers and deepest sympathy is with his sorrowing widow, 
Mrs. MacKinnon, and her dear boys, Donald, Norman, and Robert Somerlad. 


“The angel which redeemed their father from all evil bless the lads” 
until the coming day when they shall meet, and the family circle is complete. 


Oir chaidh e suas air ionad ard, agus bithidh an Tighearn na sholus 
siorruidh dha, leanaidh sinn e na dheigh so. 
At Sea, 2/10/14. 


AN ACROSTIC. 
Proverbs 31. 25. 


ESTEEMED friend, ye shall have a crown to Wear, 
L ippen aye to Him who doth thy bark S teer 
I nto yon haven. There too I'll A ppear. 
Zealous let us be in the work that’s N ear, 
Always for our Lord, not for earthly Gear; 
B est reward He gives when in yon bright S phere 
E ach friend we’ ll meet again, where not one T ear 

T rickles down their cheek, no wail pains their E ar. 
Happy we whom Jesus now upward R ear. 


At Sea, 20/12/13. 


TO MY IRISH FRIEND. 
“Mizpah” (Gen. 31. 49). 


My brother bard from yon Green Isle, 
May God all times upon you smile; 
Yea, may ye find His own loved hand 
Upholding thee on sea or land! 
Where’ er ye wander o’er this earth, 
May ye continue giving verse 

And lines, which, taken on the whole, 
Doth good to heart, body, and soul. 
Forget not while ye’ re on life’s road 
to point the way to yon abode, 

Where we both shall have final tryst 


With loved ones who are now with Christ. 
7/2/14. 
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ANGEL HILL AND ANGEL VALE. 


“Till the heavens be no more they shall not awake, nor be raised out 
of their sleep” (Job 14. 12). 
GREEN Angel Hill and Angel Vale! 
Oh, that mine eyes could these now hail, 
Quick as in thought right there I’m borne, 
To far Kilninver, Nether Lorne; 
Borne to the summit which bring sighs, 
Yet there’s none fairer ’neath the skies; 
Borne to that Vale, there by the sea, 
Wrapped in silent tranquillity. 


Up on the brow of that green hill, 
And down in the vale calm and still, 
There are enclosed hallowed places 
Which my memory aye embraces ; 
There lies the forms of those I miss, . 
Tho’ well I know their soul in bliss; 
How often in dreams so vain 

I think them back with me again. 


Then when I wake to find them gone, 
Wae’s me, how much I feel alone! 

Yet not alone, for He who wept 

By a lone grave where His friend slept, 
Stands by me as the Friend unfailing, 
Saying why this weeping and wailing ? 
Weep ye for those ye loved the best ? 
Because they from their labours rest. 


Weep ye because they’re calmly sleeping 
Beneath those mounds in My safe keeping ? 
Weep ye because in that morning 

They’ ll rise fair gems My crown adorning? 
Weep ye that to their souls are given, 

Even now, that blissful joy in Heaven ? 

Oh, weep not, I their Lord and Master, 
Took them up Home to pleasures vaster. 


Than are found here, where moments chase 
T’ ward that when your form will displace 
Its room, yet t’ will not be forsaken, 

None less than these, till ye all waken, 
And rise up to yon regions fair, 

The land without one sepulchre. 

But while this world revolves in space 
There must be born race after race, 
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And live their day, till death them crave 
To take their last sleep in the grave, 
From which, all changed, they will arise 
To dwell with Me in Paradise! 

Yea, I who watched them in the womb, 
Through life, in death, now in the tomb, 
All their remains, dust turned to dust, 
Are dear to me, yea, in My trust. 


They’ 1] be held sacred. Do not fear 
That I’ 1l forget ; mine angels here 
Stand guard o’er where the ashes lie 
Of those ye’d fain in life be nigh. 
But ye shall see them here no more, 
No earthly power could them restore. 
Go, then, obey Me, do not weep, 
Pursue thy calling on the deep. 


Sail the wide seas to other lands, 

Both wind and waves heed My commands; 
No shores are laved by waves that roll, 
But over them [hold control. | 

Yea, in the hollow of My hand 

I hold all worlds; they fall, they stand 

At My bidding ; do not forget 

What I, thy Lord, to thee relate. 


Have I not paced the deck with thee 
When all alone, afar at sea? 

Reminding thee, on lonely billow, 

I also pressed a sailor’s pillow; 

Thus bringing to thy heart good cheer 
When troubled, and thy thoughts did veer 
Till ye were almost in despair, 

I oft drew nigh thy griefs to share. 


I came to soothe, not to despise, 

When ye alone did soliloquise. 

Dear Lord, from whom naught hidden be, 
Thou knowest this, my reverie; 

Thou knowest my soul is not concerned 
About this frame wherein interned ; 

But that my soul’s concerned instead 
About those forms of loved ones dead— 
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Laid down without pomp or panoply 
In their graves, with turf for canopy— 
No dome of great cathedral 

Shelter their forms ephemeral. 

Tho’ held in sacred veneration 

By leal friends of this generation, 

Who patriotically adhered 

To their old home by us endeared. 


They, in the silent evening hours, 

Place on those mounds fragrant flowers 
In memory of our dead a token 

Which touches more than words spoken. 
Oh, how we ask for them much blessing, 
And wish their hands we had caressing! 
Commending them to Him, numbering 
All kind deeds toward his slumbering. 


But after this, Thine exhortation 
Regarding final restoration, 

And that Thou art the Resurrection, 
I’ ll journey on without reflection, 
Never to question or demur, 
Knowing Thy promises all sure; 
Those interred, without a quiver, 
Left for their Home o’er the river. 


Thine they were, they’re Thine for ever, 
And ours, tho’ death for time us sever ; 
How often while they lived we heard 
Them tell their beds were well prepared 
With coverlet of verdure green, 

’Neath which their rest would be serene, 
Knowing death was but temporary, 
Resurrection peremptory. 


Their view of this none wise disputes, 
Knowing Thyself arose firstfruits ; 
Proving, when with grief Thy friends were prone, 
Saying, “Who'll roll away the stone?” 
And one who took Thee for the gardener, 
Found Ye were the sinners’ Pardoner— 
Victor o’er death’s obscurity, 
Blessed Hope of all posterity. 
At sea, 31/12/15, 
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OUR RESTING ROCK. 


“For their rock is not as our rock” (Deut. 32. 31). 


Our resting Rock is Jesus, we have naught to fear— 

Our solid Rock, our Refuge, He is ever near; 

Our Pilot, o’er wide seas His loving voice we hear, 
Our resting Rock is Jesus. 


Blessed be the Name of that great Foundation sure 

On which we boldly build, He always is secure; 

Tho’ earth’s strongholds fall and crumble, He doth endure, 
Our resting Rock is Jesus. 


Jesus is our Helper, on Him we always count, 

Tho’ this century is fleeting, yea, almost out; 

Praise God, there is no ending to yon flowing Fount 
That runs from our Rock, Jesus. 


Our impregnable Rock, Jesus is His Name; 

Yesterday, to-day, and for ever He’s the same; 

And we, too, shall be like Him, ’twas for this He came, 
Our resting Rock, our Jesus. 


Oh, sweet it is to know, when this brief voyage is o’er, 

We have a habitation on yonder bright shore, 

Where there’ ll be no parting, but happy evermore, 
Our resting Rock is Jesus. 


My thoughts while passing Dumbarton Rock. 
30/12/1900. 


TO A DEAR LITTLE FRIEND IN PATAGONIA. 
John 10. 14. 


To Miss Daisy Elliott, of Santa Cruz, Patagonia. 


My DEAR YouNG FRIEND,—I trust this little book will accompany you 
for many years to come, when you are sojourning in that far-away land 
under the rays of the Southern Cross, and your friend, the author, will be 
sailing over seas dividing us farther and farther as the wind blows and waves 
roll. 


May you, in your sphere, and me in mine then, find ourselves deriving 
from yon other Cross a light to lighten our paths leading us onward to 
that fair Haven wherein, at last, all those who love the Lord Jesus shall 
meet again never more to part. 


“Oh, that will be joyful, 
When we meet to part no more.” 


Till then, my dear young friend, may you and yours have His own 


secret and sure blessing. Yours ever in Hin. 
At sea, 12/10/14, 
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A COLONEL IN THE BRITISH ARMY. 
Psalm 144. 1. 


He’s a great commander led by that Leader 
Who ever and always favours the brave, 
Defending by might when right is their pleader 
Whether fighting on field or on wave 
Where sharp shot and fierce shell around them rattle, 
To conquer with honour is what they crave, 
For king and country they fight the battle, 
To the glory of God, able to save. 
6/10/14. 


RECEIVING AN ADVICE. 
2 Chronicles 10. 9, 14. 


ADVICE, when given with meaning sincere, 

A true friend would give, tho’ costing him dear; 
His tear, his manner, his earnest sweet voice, 
Would have you decide to make his your choice. 
Ah, how different you feel when e’er you lend 
Your ear to the counsel of a false friend! 

For had his effusion cost him small price 

You never would have gotten his advice. 


At sea, 19/12/10. 


GOOD ACTIONS. 

“By Him actions are weighed” (1 Sam. 2. 3). 
Goop Actions! God help me always perform 
These at home, abroad, in calm, and in storm, 
With gladness of heart, oh, may I pursue, 

Oft as they come springing up to my view, 
Nor let any contrary attractions 
Ever mar my performing—Good Actions. 


At sea, 19/12/10. 


TO A FRIEND IN NEWFOUNDLAND. 
Psalm 139. 9, 10. 


My wish toward thee is sound and valid, 
Tho’ only put in this brief ballad, 
Tis this: May ye ne’ er be tres malad, 
And aye have plenty sweet fruit salad, 
Good friends to cheer with much caressing, 
Abundance of God’s richest blessings 
Keep pouring into your home in loads— 
Living here or in the Antipodes. 
At sea, 21/11/14, 
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YOUNG ANGUS OF THE GLEN. 
“T remember thee, the kindness of thy youth” (Jer. 2. 2). 


How often in the spirit I hie through Glenmore, 

To that neat little cottage alone on the moor, 

Where the young Highland laddie lay sick on his bed, 
So soon to be gone, but he had nothing to dread. 


Oft his sprightly steps climbed the steep mountains of Mull, 
And wished in his heart he could roam o’er them still, 

From that hour when the sun brought the morn from the east, 
Till evening saw her leaving in the golden west. 


Nothing could be more charming to any young man 

Than from those heath clad peaks the surroundings to scan; 
’Neath the azure etherial arch, without cloud, 

There’s no prospect to match that by horizon bound. 


In that part of earth’s fairest land, lovely Argyll, 
Who could blame him for wishing to linger awhile 
Among sereneness and friends so dear to his heart ; 
Ah! ’twas sadly to think he must from them depart. 


Oh, the sweet sweetly days that he passed in the glen, 
In that home so hallowed, with it’s wee but-an’ -ben, 
So ornately, cleanly, yea, thrice blessed abode, 
Where he was taught to honour and worship his God! 


He was told of a country much fairer than this, 
With her hills ever vernal, whose nature was bliss; 
There no sorrow can enter, no sickness can blight, 
No sad partings are seen in that land of delight. 


How earnest he listened to the story being told, 

Of the sheep that had wandered away from the fold; 
Then the good kind Shepherd coming down to it’s track, 
And what he suffered ’ere bringing the wanderer back. 


To him, then, his dwelling became some palace fair, 
For he found King Jesus came to stay with him there ; 
Not on a short visit, but through life’s day be nigh, 
Till the moment came when he wouid take him up high. 


To roam o’er that country, the delectable hills 

Of sweet Beulah Land, oh, how the prospect him thrills! 
There’s no dread in crossing to yonder green shore, 
Where many loved ones are waiting, beckoning him o’er. 
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A last look he cast round him, then he said, “Farewell 

My dear friends and dear mother, I know ’ twill be well 
With thee all thy days here, then on Heaven’s fair plain, 
With Jesus you shall meet your own laddie again.’’ 


Summer sun, springing loveliness, turns as of yore, 

Larks warbling shall soar o’er Ben Bairneach and Benmore; 
Our dear Angus to the glen returns to us not, 

But, oh, till we go to him he’ ll ne’er be forgot! 


My Dear Frienp,—I am forwarding to you one of my books, with these 
verses which came to me while thinking about your dear son, Angus, now 
in Gloryland. Ever since that day I called to see him, about three years 
past, just shortly before he was taken away, there are many thoughts come 
to me about the sweet life that he lived, and when laid aside how patiently 
he resigned himself to His Father’s will, calmly resting on the promises 
given by his Saviour, He who was with him, none other than Jesus, the 
Resurrection, the Shepherd of his soul, and the Life. I am glad to have 
had the privilege of seeing dear Angus here, even only for once, because I 
know that I will see and know him after my life’s voyage is ended and our 
Pilot takes me into yon harbour bright. 


I hope my little book will give you some comfort when alone in the 
Glen. You will have many thoughts of those dear ones that have been 
removed from your home. Ah, my friend, they also think of you! Death 
doth not deprive the soul of her memory. No, when she leaves the taber- 
nacle of clay, and she takes her flight to yon sublime land, which she enters 
disrobed of all earthly encumbrances, with the exception of felicitous 
memory. Thus the same memory which often made her feel longingly for 
her heavenly home while she was tabernacled here, now returned Home, 
makes her have many longings there for meeting again with kindred souls 
who are still in the wilderness, fluttering to be free and at rest. 


The time won’t be long until we also go away; but whether we be here 
alone or yonder with them, let us be true to God who isso good tous. Those 
very grand old high mountains of Mull, surrounding your dwelling-place on 
the moor, are reminders of your whole being, being surrounded by His ever- 
lasting arms. My beloved wife, little girl, and myself often talk about 
you. Our sincerest wishes and most fervent prayers are ever with you 
and yours, my dear friend. Yours ever in Him. 24/4/15 


PEARL AND THE BIRDS. 
“Behold the fowls of the air” (Matt. 6. 26). 


SWEETLY my own Pearl spreads o’er sill narrow, 
Choicest titbits of bread crumbs, meal, and marrow, 
For those cute wee birds, starling, dove, and sparrow 
That comes at her call. They sow not nor harrow, 
Nor care if food comes by ship, car, or barrow. 
Pearl asks not if they’re from Lismore or Yarrow; 
She knows God loves all from house, nest, and farrow, 
And keeps and shields His own from snare and arrow. 


TuIs verse is the result of contemplations of the pleasant occurrences 
taking place daily in our own sweet home. 


At sea, 2/1/17. 
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JEANNE TRAPNELL.—AN ACROSTIC. 


Thou shalt be called by a new name, which the mouth of the Lord 
shall name ; thou shalt be a crown of glory in the hand of the Lord, and a 
royal diadem in the hand of thy God” (Isa. 62. 2, 3). 


J esus, I need Thy presence here and now; 
E very moment keep me. Do not allow 
A ny other take Thy place in my heart, 

N or let me wander from Thee apart. 

N ot one step before me do I ask to see— 
E nough it is to know Thou art with me. 


T hen if short or long be my journey here, 

R egulate my movements. Let me appear 

A lways Thy witness, telling how Thy blood 
Purchased my soul, and how that precious flood 

N ever shall stop flowing till it has swept 

E ach saved soul Home. Oh, Saviour, have me kept 
L ooking unto Thee, reposing on Thy breast— 

L ord Jesus, my Refuge, my Rock, my Rest! 


Gop saith in His Holy Word: “I love them that love Me, and those that 
seek Me early shall find Me.” My dear young lady, God hath given to you 
parents beloved of Him. Their aim was to have you taught of God’s love; 
you have been gifted with that early, sacred wisdom which caused you to 
incline your ear to their early teachings. You have sought for and found 
Him whose love is better than life. 


Fear not to trust Him. He will never let go of your hand until you are 
safe on the golden strand. 
At sea, 27/6/10. 


THE HABIT OF FAITH. 
Psalm 62. 8. 


Loveliest bird of the wing’d tribe 
Perched in my soul, I do ascribe 

To thee all times this heavenly peace, 
This joy within which never cease. 


Tho’ toss’d ’mongst waves, or when on shore 
’Midst turmoil, how thou dost restore 
To view that Rock on which is thrust 
The strong Anchor my soul can trust. 


Ah, when mine eyes shall close in death 
Thou wilt be with my soul, sweet Faith! 
Till safely o’er dark Jordan’s tide, 
Sweet Faith, thou wilt with me abide. 
At sea, 21/2/15. 
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IN PARK STREET CHURCH. 
2 Corinthians 1. 9. 


A poor stranger I’ ve come 
To this house all alone, 

Far from my native land; 
But here I’ ve your snug pew, 
With good books to review, 

And friends to take my hand. 


A true servant of God, 
Who divideth the Word 
So sweetly, yea, so grand; 
Church officers and choir 
All to my heart’s desire— 
The whole a noble band. 


Long may they be combined, 
To do after God’s mind, 
Here, as on yonder strand ; 
And may you, my dear friend, 
Be much bless’d till the end, 
Then home with Jesus stand. 
To my dear friend, Mr. Spencer, Member of Park Street Presbyterian 


Church, Halifax, N.S., of which Church Rev. Robert Johnston is the 
beloved minister. 


I shall always treasure in my memory the cordial reception of yourself, 
minister, and people. 


HAtirax, N.S. 11/4/15. 


ON A MENU CARD. 
“ALL Goop WISHES. ”. 


THAT we have met we won’t repine, 

Each shall in each sweet memory shine; 

May peace, health, wealth, with thee continue, 
With no less fare than this good menu. 


At sea, 14/8/15. 


THE THRESHOLD GRACE. 
Psalm 121. 8. 


Lorp, while I cross the threshold line 
Of that sweet home which I call mine, 
Or cross that line in going out 
Where duty calls me, I’ ll ne’ er doubt 
Thy presence being near to guide 
My footsteps, yea, Thou will abide 
With me throughout life’s little day— 
My Shepherd, Comforter, and Stay. 
At sea, 21/2/15. 
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THE ONE THING DESIRABLE. 
Psalm 27. 4. 


Wuat doth my soul in life most claim ? 
Tis not to climb the mount of fame, 

And wish the prospect all were mine, 

Tho’ bright suns might not o’er this shine. 
If only, even in the dark, 

I might on seas of gain embark, 

And gather riches to my store. 

Ah, Lord, Thou knowest I ignore 

Those voices crying “follow stealth, 
Despise the right, increase thy wealth!” 


Oh, what I would claim while in this life 
That I might be kept free from strife, 
Helping the needy and the faint, 

Urging poor sinners to repent, 

Ever rejoicing in Thy Word, 

Singing with grace Thy praise O Lord, 
Doing Thy will admirable 


Is the One Thing Desirable. 
At sea, 21/2/15. 


EYES AND FEET. 
Psalm 25. 15. 


Mine eyes should be quick to observe 
The path Thou for my feet reserve 
While traversing life’s puzzling maze, 
Oh, let mine eyes most earnest gaze 

Be towards that bright Star of Hope, 
Whose smiling rays not once doth stop 
Pouring her beams where I repair 

On pilgrimage, showing each snare 

So craftily laid by the foe, 

O’er paths whereon my feet must go 

In haste ’ere they should be too late 
Arriving at the Golden Gate. 

What tho’ my feet then weary be, 
They brought me to where none can see 
Toilsoming labour, sin and sorrow! 

No tears, no partings, no to-morrow! 
Ah, no shortcomings to bring sighs 

In that bright realm, where with mine eyes 
I’1l see the wounded hands and feet 


Of Jesus Christ, my Saviour sweet ! 
At sea, 21/2/15. 
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THE SAFEGUARDED SOUL. 
Psalm 1210 7. 


Not all earth’s power formed in one whole, 
Could prove sure safeguard to one’s soul; 
Ah, no, when furious sin assail 

Our boasted strength we find but frail 
Against that creeping, snorting foe 
Whose ardent joy is in our woe. 

But oft as he threatens our doom, 

Doth not yon green hill upward loom 
Before our eye of faith? We see 

Our Saviour hanging on that tree. 


We do believe it was for us 

He suffered there! Ah, yes, ’twas thus 
He showed His wondrous love so deep; 
’Twas thus He proved that He could keep 
The soul that trusted in His Blood 

Till safe beyond the swelling flood. 

Oh, soul of mine, what need ye fear? 
Jesus, thy Shepherd, is aye near; 

Thy stronghold He, tho’ ye be feeble, 

The Lord shall keep thee from all evil. 


At sea, 21/2/15. 


DELIVERANCE WITH HONOUR. 
Psalm 91. 15, 16. 


DELIVERANCE with honour! 
Oh, however can this be? 
Yet my Father, blessed Donor, 
Thus declared it so to me: 
That I, a common sinner, 
By shortcomings once was dead, 
Knows now, through the Soul-Winner, 
That I live, and by Him led. 


Through valleys and o’er mountain, 
Over calm and stormy seas, 
He leads me to that Fountain 
Which my thirsty soul shall please ; 
So thoroughly it cleanses, 
Tho’ with sin like crimson dyed, 
My soul vies snow’s pureness 
Since He that stream applied. 
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Tho’ troubles here be given, 
Quite enough to overwhelm, 
Through Him Ill gain the haven, 
Yes, He’s always at the helm; 
When to me comes the tempter, 
Who'd have me old scenes repeat, 
Then Jesus, our Exemplar, 
Puts the enemy to retreat. 


Reminding me, tho’ mortal, 
And a prodigal had been, 
"Tis well beyond life’s portal, 
In yon land where there’s no sin. 
Yea, where all glory dwelleth 
There’s prepared for me a home, 
Where seraphs His praise swelleth, 
And to take me there He’ ll come. 


At sea, 17/4/15. 


SABBATH EVENING. 
Psalm 121. 8. 


Ou, the bright day and lovely night, 
Thou, Lord, hast given me; 

Help me walk henceforth in Thy light, 
And faithful follower be. 


None else besides Thee I desire 
While on life’s journey here, 
And when Thou call’st me to retire 

At last Thow’ It still be near. 


When loving friends around me stand, 
To watch my latest breath, 

Thou, blessed Lord, will hold my hand 
Then in the vale of death. 


Till then, O God, let Thy sweet grace 
Help me preach forth Thy Word, 

Which brings the sinner face to face 
With Jesus Christ the Lord. 


May we who gathered here to-night 
Be borne on wings of love; 
Be Thou our Keeper, Staff, and Stay 
Till safe up home above. 
Written in Kaye Street Methodist Church. 


Hatirax, N.S. 28/3/15. 
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THE WINGS OF A’ DOVE. 
Psalm 4. 6, 8. 


Wuat’s more inspiring than to see 
The doves at eve speed home? 

To reach the place where safety be, 
’Neath sheltering eave or dome. 


How oft I’ve watched them in their flight, 
Straight as the arrow fly; 

Naught could allure them to alight 
When shades of night drew nigh. 


The whole long day, ’mong field and wold, 
They sought and found supply 

To satisfy, then instinct told 
Their pinions they should ply. 


Onward they speed towards their nest, 
No other place for them 

But this, where they in peace might rest 
Ere darkness should them hem. 


They, with their fellows, had no dread, 
Tho’ loudly tempests roar; 

Was His strong wings not o’er them spread? 
Yes His, who taught them soar. 


Oh, be thou still, my fluttering soul, 
On life’s sea tempest toss’d, 

Driven ’gainst treacherous rock and shoal, 
Yet thou will not be lost. 


Tho’ sin assail, time’s day is brief, 
* Twill soon be gone, but hark! 

Take now that blood-wrought “Olive leaf,” 
And rest within the ark. 


He who cares for yon little dove, 
And for her tender brood, 

Shall come to take thee up above, 
Where sin can ne’er intrude. 


Look forward for that happy hour, 
When from this frame ye’ ve fled, 

To yonder ever vernal bower, 
Jesus shall have you led. 


Ah, from that calm, sublime abode 
Ye’ ll never wish to flee; 
With Jesus, Holy Ghost, and God, 


Thou’ll reign eternally. At 17/4/15 
sea, ‘ 
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HAUNTED HOURS. 
Psalm 49. 5. 


I’ VE traversed over Highland mountains, 
And passed through their glens so steep, 
Waded across streams and fountains, 
Through rash torrents yawning deep ; 
In the wild’s most lonesome bowers, 
By kirkyards where many sleep, 
When from the above poured hailshowers, 
And darkness on dark night heap. 


So lonely, footsore, and weary, 
I’ve travelled thus on and on; 
At midnight ’mong scenes so eerie, 
Without earthly friends—alone. 
Through those places awesome, dreary, 
A voice said, aye and anon, 
“Do not fear, for J’ 1] be near thee 
Till night’s sable hours are flown. 


“Though the elements fiercely rumble, 
Over these I hold control; 
In this darkness ye’ 1l not stumble, 
I’ lead thee safe through the whole; 
Only trust Me and be humble 
When trials against you roll; 
I thy Lord, without one grumble, 
Pass’d lone nights to save thy soul.” 


Oh, my Saviour, Lord, and Master, 
There’s no human lot so drear 

As was Thine! Oh, the disaster 
On Thy Cross by nails and spear! 

For Thy love was greater, vaster 
Than all other loves sincere; 

Ah, times haunted hours fly faster, 
Blessed Jesus, when Thou art near! 


At sea, 


PEARL AND HER DIARY. 
“It is written” (1 Peter 1. 16). 
A DEAR wee wife, sweet as can be, 
All alone a pad on her knee; 


With her pen transmitting with glee 
Glad news to him over the sea. 
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17/4/15. 


At sea, 22/1/17. 
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A NEW SONG. 
Psalm 96. 1. 


Ou, how could some say that we should not sing 
Here in the desert when troubles upspring ? 
Where so'very often grief our hearts wring, 
Seeing those taken to whom we'd fain cling, 
And often trials sharp darts at us fling, 

As if the adversary held full swing. 

These but remind us God’s plans are not wrong, 
Oh, to Him let us come with our new song! 


When friends, wont to help well, are from us gone, 
And in life’s conflict we feel much alone, 

Then to despond our frail nature is prone, 

Not counting blessings which for all atone. 

But if we would wish to hear His “Well done, ” 
Life’s battles must be fought, the victory won 
Through Him—tho’ we’re weak our Helper is strong, 
Oh, to Him let us come with our new song! 


We know that this world is but sinking sand, 
But here God of His children takes command ; 
At home, on the sea, or on foreign strand, 

He ever accompanies His pilgrim band. 

Yes, Jesus, the Good Shepherd’s nail-torn hand 
Holds fast while He makes them to understand 
He gives free salvation to old and young, 

Oh, to Him let us come with our new song! 


Zion’s Watchman still calls. Sinner, beware! 

Take time to be holy, neglect not prayer, 

Tho’ perplexed when burdened with cumbering care, 
To God’s still voice listen, thy soul prepare 

Ere trump of archangel ring up the air, 

Wakening the dead on that morn so fair; 

Whate’er be thy nation, whate’er be thy tongue, 
Oh, to Him let us come with our new song! 


Let not one sinner God’s free gift deride, 

This world giveth nothing in which to pride; 
Life’s sea ebbs fast, but soon springeth flood tide, 
And our Pilot waiteth our bark to guide 

Under full sail, safe to yonder bright side 

To meet our loved ones, and with them abide; 
Yes, with them rejoicing eternity long, 

Aye praising our Saviour in Heaven’s new song! 


At sea, 19/4/15, 
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AN APPRECIATION. 
“The fruit of the righteous is a tree of life” (Prov. 11. 30). 


No wonder ye value this book ye now lend 

Here for my perusal and words of commend; 

Right keen be his chisel, which fashions like men 
Those bolders of marble brought down from the glen; 
Yet the mallet casting those splinters afield 

Is swayed by a hand that can facile pen wield, 

Which into all inspiring poesy infuse 

Potions that show him real favourite with the muse. 
So his sculpture work find and verses we hail, 

Thrice welcomed since come from true son of the Gael, 
Who heed not be in his clan tartan attired 

For to prove where his soul that language acquired ; 
Not all clear waters in the deep firth of Forth 

Could wash from his veins the pure blood of the north, 
Nor could his much knowledge ’midst Edina throng 
Cause him talk without taste of the Gaelic tongue. 


The loveliest language in which mothers croon, 

The choicest when fathers with Heaven commune; 
*Tis the most stirring when on shipboard at sea 
Brave mariners tossed by wild elements be; 

And the most commanding when heard on the field 
From leaders whose gallant men broad claymores wield. 
And, oh, when doth its tones seem so sublime 

As when by exiles heard in a distant clime! 

And ne’er is its accents so truly serene 

As when life’s day hath dwindled down towards e’en, 
And the traveller, weary, comes home to rest, 
Surrounded by those in this world he loves best, 

Who in his mother tongue commendeth to God 

The loved soul that is leaving the clay abode. 

Ah, joyfully then doth that spirit take wing, 

Amid hallowed scenes where they thus pray and sing! 


Oh, young friend beloved, ye may well prize this gift, 
From the hand of that author famed without rift. 
I’ve oft admired figures he hewed from the rock, 

Now his “Pro Patria” at my memory shall knock, 

As if talking with him who issued the book, 

And with thee who allowed me at it to look; 

So bless’ d be the arm which he, thee, and me bears, 
Until we meet where time is not measured by years. 


At sea, 30/8/15, 
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WHOM OF THE THREE? 
“Choose you this day whom” (Joshua 24. 15). 


Ou, say! whom of the three 

That are craving for thee 

Wilt thou seek as your soul’s best Guide? 
Now be earnest, my friend, 

In thy choice. Comprehend 

What brief time you’ re here to abide. 


This world’s pleasures are gay, 
Lasting only a day, 

Then, alas, away and forgot, 

Like the fast ebbing tide, 

Then vanish from thy side, 

And the allurements that were are not. 


Oh, what needs I thee tell 

Of earth, heaven, and hell? 

Thou hast been told at thy mother’s knee, 
From her dear lips oft have heard 

Of those places prepared 

For us beings beyond life’s sea. 


Here, on earth, make that choice 
Which shall have you rejoice 

While the eternal ages roll; 

How to do this you’ ll find 

By making up your mind 

To let the Master your ways control. 


Of the three that command 

Thy soul, heart, and hand— 

One of these ye must keep refusing ; 

Never give him one chance 

By a smile or a glance. 

Tell him, “Satan, you’re not worth choosing. ” 


The other in God’s plan 

For you here is a man— 

Godly, noble, kind, and handsome. 
From the altar, through life, 

He’ ll support you, his wife, 

In such union as love do ransom. 


The third one is the best, 
Lovelier than the rest ; 
All who accepteth Him He pleases 
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In this world for all time, 
And in Heaven sublime, 
There’s none like Him—His Name is Jesus. 


Cast all else from thy thought 

But this one who hath sought 

For thee ’mong the daughters of men; 
He’ ll never thee forsake 

Till that bright morning break, 

When I shall hope to meet you again. 


J know He is mine, 

Let Him also be thine, 

He’s the Lord of wondrous story, 
Only in Him confide, 

Then He’ll make you His bride, 

And take you home with Him to glory. 


To EV: 
My DEAR FRIEND,— 


I am more than delighted at your answer to the important question, 
“Whom of the Three?” You say, “The First will ever be First!” Ah! 
my friend, let nothing in this world come in between thy dear Redeemer and. 
thee. He is that One that is “Altogether Lovely.” If any doubt ever 
arise in your mind— 

Just look at that mole God placed on your arm, 
Long before you had knowledge of being, 

He meant it for more than beauty and charm, 
*Twas to strengthen your faith which keeps seeing 
Other hands which beareth marks that are deep ; 

In those palms the nail prints remains eternal, 
*Twill show the Good Shepherd’s love for His sheep 
When leading us over hills ever vernal. 


J think this is sufficient proof of all that you are to Him. I have tried 
Him for many years, and can say that I could not do without Him. You 
always have my kindest thoughts, best wishes, and most fervent prayers. 


GULF OF ST. LAWRENCE. 31/8/15. 


THE SEASON’S GREETINGS. 
“My lips shall praise Thee” (Psa. 63. 3). 


May ye see many Yule logs burn on thy hearth, 

A nd New Years ever bright with no sign of dearth ; 
R ight over life’s path may fair angels thee lead— 

G od be pleased to grant this which I for thee plead: 
A bundance of good things, His blessings on all, 

R econciled to His will whate’er may befall; 

E ndearing sweet wife, may these lines play their part 
T o show how deeply ye’er enshrined in my heart. 


25/12/16. 


as 
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THE AUSTRALASIAN SEAMEN’S JOURNAL. 
“Good news from a far country” (Prov. 25. 25). 


A MAGAZINE true and sincere 

In every page from front to rear, 

Good news to mariners does bear 

Of all that happens there and here 
While we o’ er waves of ocean steer. 
Into issues all there doth appear 

Our interest in lines right clear, 

Aye given heartily, never drear, 
Without one slur to raise a sneer, 

And from sound truths it shall not veer, 
Its leaves keep fresh, far, far from sneer 
Of its success we need not fear 

While “Jim Andrew” controls its gear; 
He is a friend I’d fain have near, 

Our old time yarns to spin and tear, 

Oh, quick the moments past would wear, 
If ere I moor at Sandridge pier, 

Tl hope to meet that friend so dear ; 
Till then, God bless him in his sphere. 


You are quite right ve my love for the Old, Old Book, and equally correct 
ve the fighting stock from whom I’vecome. You better believe it, if I came 
face to face with the enemy I would be held responsible for more than one 
of the tribe. 


However, we are the people in whom we ourselves are most concerned 
as to our clean fighting and deportment throughout the whole of our engage- 
ments in this unasked-for, unholy war that never should have been. The 
boys of your beautiful southern country there have done splendid work; 
many of them sailed the seas with me, and others, not a few were my.dear 
friends and acquaintances of years and years. As for my relatives and 
friends from my own dear old Scotia who perished in that struggle, they are 
numberless, who fell with their face to the foe, yea, with the bayonet held 
firmly in the death grasp, and with their dead foemen in heaps around them. 


Your braves will not return to gaze at the suggestive Southern Cross, 
nor shall our gallants come back to ponder under the influence of Pleiades. 
No, they played their part so well that there was not adequate reward for 
them down here, so the King commanded them hence; and yonder He with 
His own gracious hand placed a fitting laurel upon their brow. 


No more to tread the field of gore, 

Nor parting with loved friends deplore; 
They rest at peace, yet we adore 

Their memory as in days of yore. 

We think them here, tho’ gone before, 
To be with Jesus evermore, 

How sweet to meet them on yon shore! 


Ah, yes, their manly forms have found the soldier’s grave, but their 
pure souls are shining on the bright plains of the summer land of song. 
Now, the boys who are left, what of them? Caps off to them all! A royal 
salute unto each one of them, whatever their rank or station! God bless 
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them, and may He help us to regard them as our crowned heroes throughout 
their march over life’s way. May we give them abundantly of the honour 
and glory due them all. Yes, all from continents and islands of the seas 
who help to keep the dear little red flag flying. We are not ashamed to 
hoist and unfurl it, bearing the three crosses upon deep ground blue. Happy 
people we who have been born under its protecting folds. Oh, famous were 
these forbears who left it in our keeping! 


So the world over, on land and at sea, 

Hoist the Union Jack to truck of the tree; 
"Neath its folds we are free to gladly sing, 
All British true are we, “God Save Our King!” 


At sea, 20/1/17. 


HER FATHER’S FAVOURITE HYMN. 
“Oh, yes, there’s something more than gold. ” 


LonG ago by thy father’s lips you’ ve been told 

Of that blessed theme, the sweet story of old; 

Ah, seeing he’s at home with Christ in yon fold, 
You now can sing of that something more than gold. 


How soothing it is to hear my Pearl singing her late beloved father’s 
favourite hymn. At sea, 22/1/17, 


PEARL’S PROFICIENCY AT COOKING. 
“Food convenient for me” (Prov. 30. 8). 


Ou, how I love to sit down looking 

At Margaret by our own fire cooking 
Choice foods with which to grace our table, 
And from this eat long as we’ re able— 
Juicy roast, fine grill, stews, and hashes, 
Potatoes in the-mode she mashes, 

Nor should I keep from here alluding 

To her make up of pie and pudding, 

Not o’er the world could any forage 

Aught tasty as her oatmeal porridge, 

And as for nice soups, either thick or clear, 
Well, all should taste of her parmentier, 
Or if whiles taking any notion 

For fish brought fresh in from the ocean, 
Ere they'd finish one they’d keep crying, 
“Goodwife, we hope you’ ve more frying 
Of these.” She’s the best, without boasting, 
At this fish frying and bread-toasting. 

’Tis this whate’er her hand engages 

Is well done, but it would take pages 

To detail half about the dearie, 


God bless her, my own cuisiniére. ‘ 
At sea, 22/1/17. 
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TO A FRIEND. 
Philippians 4. 19. 


WHEN years have fled, and I’m forgot, 
And happy, happy is thy lot 
’Mongst those who faithful shall abide. 
Then sitting by thy bright fireside, 
Turning the full leaves of this volume, 
Oh, think not my request too solemn! 
’Tis this, oft as ye scan this page 

On which I now my pen engage, 

Send up one little prayer for me, 

As fervent as I’1l pray for thee, 

That grace may keep thee on the road 
Which leads to perfect peace with God. 


At sea, 4/6/16. 


DIRECTING DAVID FIRTH, THE POSTMAN. 


“The letters were sent by posts” (Esther 3. 13). 


Post, lest this letter goes astray, 

To find its owner quick you may, 

If you just go the right direction, 

From George’s Square to Hyndland Section, 
Come off the car at Polwarth Station, 
Quite near to our trig habitation 

In Airlie Gardens, to the left. 

At thirty-three, when up you ve cleft 
Two flights, see the plate, ring the bell, 
> Twill soon be answered I can tell, 

If my dear wifie is at home. 

But if she’s not, then down you come, 
To find her out you must contrive, 

I’d say walk up by Clarence Drive; 

You’ ll meet her there I’1l bet a dollar, 
Wearing fur coat and ermine collar, 
Which her fine figure well doth suit, 
And, as I think, none will refute, 

The most becoming there that be 

Is she who’s all the world to me. 

Just watch her when she hears that ye 
Have this letter from o’er the sea; 

She’ ll tell you that this very day 

She sent one to him far away. 

Ah, postman, I wish it was due 

This moment, sweet to review. 

Her letters aye, without libel, 

I treasure them next to my Bible. 26/1/16. 
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ANOTHER LIGHTHOUSE PASSED. 
“A light to my path” (Psa. 119. 105). 


Brirtupays, like lighthouses appear, 
Well watched for, and then quickly passed; 
We sail t’ ward them, then from them veer, 
Speeding to have our anchor cast. 


The mariner each lighthouse hails 
In sunshine or when dark the night, 
He knows ’tis there, tho’ storm assails, 
To lead him to yon harbour bright. 


Like vessel homeward bound am I, 
My birthdays like lighthouses show 
My soul how swift time’s years pass by, 
And thus my Pilot I should know. 


I know Him, His hand holds the helm 
That steers my helpless, fragile barque, 

Which no fierce waves can overwhelm 
While unto His sweet voice I hark. 


Since I first launched out on life’s voyage 
He took control, yea, full command, 

Holding me from reefs I should dodge, 
Which to encounter meant to strand. 


Amongst the millions of my kind 
Now tossed upon life’s awful main, 

Not one can say Him they can’t find, 
Or when they seek they seek in vain. 


Ah, no, not one but can confide 

In Him who proves their strength and might; 
In life, in death He will abide 

With them, their one unfailing Light. 


So in His safe keeping I’ ll sail 
Till I have breathed my latest breath ; 
Then through Him finally prevail, 
And need not fear the second death. 


My birthday, like that lighthouse beams, 
Flash to me scenes time can’t restore; 

But all which memory round me teems 
Shall be revealed on yon bright shore. 


No birthdays in that land afar, 
No lighthouses, no warning bells; 

No changes cross yon harbour bar, 
Where Jesus welcomes all, “All’s well.” 
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THE TWO THAT OVERSLEPT. 
“Let us not sleep as do others” (1 Thess. 5. 6). 


’MoncstT treasures which my mind impound, 
There’s one I would oft of expound, 
’Twas the loving pair who slept so sound, 
With arms each other’s neck around, 
When he on duty should be found. 
That morn his ship was outward bound, 
How the door bell did them astound, 
As it woke both from sleep profound ; 
How smartly the wee wife got gowned, 
And counsels by the score expound 
To him, all suiting down to ground. 
Ah, here alone, while wild waves pound 
Our gallant ship, which night surround, 
How thoughts of that late morn rebound, 
With cheer the distance can’t confound, 
These thoughts that time will be unbound 
When thy voice in my ears resound, 
And both our hearts with joy abound. 

At sea, 22/1/17. 


IRELAND THO’ PEACEFUL THY HARBOURS. 


THE mariners’ ship may find good anchorage in many strange harbours, 
but home is the only haven wherein his heart finds absolute rest. 


Ou, Ireland! I hail thy shore ever green, 
And feel grateful for the shelter ye’ ve been ; 
After eluding at sea yon vile band, 

But, oh, how I long for my native land! 


That land that’s mantled in bonnie brown heath, 
The land from which I am severed by seas; 

Oh, had I swift wings, to its shores I'd fly, 

To be with the lassie I’d fain have nigh. 


Cease there thy harp-playing, brave Irish boy, 
Bring me thy coracle, frail tho’ it seems; 
But in it I’d face these dangers with joy 
While crossing o’er to that land of my dreams. 


Nor will I be happy until I reach 

That place more hallowed than all places which, 
Although not vast palace of duke or earl, 

Tis the sweet home God gave me and my Pearl. 


Taking shelter after escaping through the danger zone, safely anchored 
in Belfast Lough, Ireland. 3/5/17. 
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PEARL MINISTERING TO THE POOR. 
“Blessed is he (or she) that considereth the poor” (Psa. 42. 1): 


Hark! ’tis some one knocking at the door, 
Which she opens, not to ignore 

The story which the other pour 

Into her ear while without roar 

Wild wintry winds which reach the core. 
She takes her in, binds up her sore, 

Wraps her in scarf a loved one wore, 

Gives viands new strength to restore, 

With smiles, kind looks, and, furthermore, 
A talk of Him they both adore, 

And loved ones with Him on before. 

Ah, here to-night they do deplore 

To part, yet there’s for them in store 

A future meeting on yon shore. At sea, 22/1/17. 


AN APPRECIATION. 
Psalm 91. 11. 


I’ vE read thy verses line for line, 

All glorifying the Divine; 

Write on, sweet writer, write away, 

As God inspires thee just obey. 

Wield thy good pen without refrain, 

Nor think ye that ye write in vain 

When showing there’s a place of tryst 

For unsaved sinners needing Christ ; 

Yea, showing all it was His will 

To die for them on yon Green Hill, 

That unto them there would be given 

Eternal life, a home in Heaven, 

Where there’s no sorrow, sickness, pain, 

There child and mother meet again 

To know each other as of yore. 

Now beyond death on yonder shore, 

With all the saints their joy complete, 

Who live to gain that calm retreat. 

So, friend, write on and tell them how 

They can secure their places now 

In yonder mansions far above 

This fleeting world, where God, all love, 

Inviteth all that are distressed. 

He’s calling now, “Come home, find rest!” 

Thus write those themes which the soul pleases, 

And you’ ll have sweet rewards from Jesus. 
At sea, 15/6/16. 
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THE NIGHT POSTMAN. 
“A letter I have written unto you” (Gal. 6. 11). 


Amoncst the postmen of the king, 

Who hasten out good news to bring, 
There’s one that I in fancy see 

At Airlie Gardens, thirty-three, 

Two up, ascending by the stair, 

Keep to thy right, that trig door there. 
To gain an entrance it is vain 

This try, the door is on the chain. 

But ring the bell, and there shall come 
To it the angel of my home. 

Yes, there she is in evening dress, 

A bundle of sweet loveliness. 

She’s beautiful, and without guile, 
Hear her “Good evening,” see her smile 
When ye that letter neat deliver. 

In her an angel ye’ ll discover, 

Nor will you meet one that’s better 
Till you deliver your last letter. 


At sea, 22/1/17. 


A GOOD OLD TIME WELCOME. 
“Received us, and lodged us . . . courteously” (Acts 28. 7). 


Tuo’ long years have fled since ye left 
Sweet Oban, in far fair Argyll, 

I’ve found you not the least bereft 

Of that leal, gladsome, Highland style 
Of welcome which our bard desired 
When once within yon jasper wall, 
Foretaste of which I have acquired 
From thee and thine at Montreal. 


WE are now heading homeward bound, full speed, and seeing we have not 
the glad privilege of your very pleasant company this voyage, I forward 
you a copy of the little verse of which I spoke to you regarding my darling 
mother. Also another leaflet with verses which I think both of you will like 
to have in remembrance of your Highland friend, who shall never forget 
your kind reception on that lovely Sabbath evening. 


May God be pleased to grant unto you many more years of happiness 
amongst the many dear friends who love you and are beloved by you. 

Should we find our way over the ocean in safety, then in our own fair 
land I will sweetly think of you both. Should we fail to gain her rock-bound 
coast, there is another fair and happy land to whose golden strand pilgrims 
are ever welcomed, and we who fully trust in the Owner of that realm are 
sure of an entrance to her evergreen shore. 

Ah, yes, and besides, He ever comes to pilot us safely through, until 
we find ourselves resting within the peaceful, tranquil haven, where one 
sweet day we shall again meet and be happy evermore. 10/9/15. 
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DEAREST BOBBIE. 
“A devout soldier” (Acts 10. 7). 


STILL we know that his work was well done, 
And that he’s now marching on and on 

Along with his Captain, Christ, the King, 
O’er Heaven’s fair plains where seraphs sing. 
Not the war march that stirs for the fray, 

Not the ragtime song sung by the gay, 

Not the song of trouble, but of peace, 

The new song of love which will ne’ er cease. 
So why mourn we for those we love best, 
When God only calls them home to rest ? 


PEARL speaks most affectionately about her darling brother, Bobbie, who 
fell at Loos, France, 25th September, 1915, while gallantly fighting for 
his earthly king and country. His heavenly King called him away to yon 
better country, there to receive his reward and crown. 

At sea, 22/1/17. 


INSHAIG PARK. 
Acts 28. 7. 


WHEN I feel out of sorts, health far frcem the mark, 

I hasten me home to sweet Inshaig Park, 

Where Mistress Gillies and family all dear, 

Make troubles vanish by their welcome sincere. 
Long years may they live, all their good friends to hail, 
Beloved are they here in the Island of Seil. 


In the autograph album on the table of Inshaig Park Hotel, Easdale, 
commanding one of the grandest views which can be seen anywhere. At 
no place could there be more genial kindness shown than what there is 
always exercised by the beloved Mrs. Gillies and family sincere. God ever 


bless them. 
INsHAIG PARK. 6/10/16. 


TRAVELLING ALONE. 
John 16. 32. 


TRAVELLING alone we often feel 

Into our hearts longings steal, 

For the other one, yes, the other 

Whose life with ours God joined together. 

Now, oh, far absent, how unnerving! 

Till that voice whispers, “Why this swerving 

From duty? Both of you are serving 

Where you are, your God all deserving. ~ 
At sea, 21/9/15. 
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PEARL’S EVENING PASTIME. 
“She looked well to the ways of her household” (Prov. 31. 27). 


Ay alone in the armchair rocking, 
Busily knitting sock or stocking, 

Or with neat finger in the thimble, 
Deftly applying needle nimble 

At garments which she shall deliver 
Dorcas like, she’s a cheerful giver, 

And aye most pleasantly prepareth 
Things for the poor, for whom she careth. 
There she goes t’ ward the window springing, 
To listen to a frail voice singing 

Some rural lays and pious pieces, 

Which charms her till the singer ceases; 
Then smiling, tho’ her cheeks be tearful, 
She gives what leaves the other cheerful, 
Shown as she keeps the gift caressing, 
And hears the donor add her blessing. 


Now quickly to her mind returneth 
Thoughts of a friend who deeply mourneth 

For one laid in God’s acre, sleeping! 

She takes her pen, tho’ she’s now weeping, 
And writes words which she’d fain have spoken, 
Reminding her friend, ties here broken 

Shall yet be joined at the reunion 

In yon celestial communion. 

While thus the envelope she’s sealing, 

Fresh thoughts awake which keep appealing 
To her of men in home defences, 

And those at sea, and in the trenches 
Exposed to discomfort and danger ; 

Each man of them a just avenger 

For comrades brave whom they’ ve seen falling, 
When fighting amidst scenes appalling. 


Ah, there, with her voice raised to Heaven, 
She prays that grace to them be given 

To overcome, and to keep clinging 

To Him who hath their safe home-bringing. 
Now she asks Him to bless each morsel 

Of what she has within the parcel, 

Made up, addressed, ready for posting 

To one whose praise is no vain boasting. 

Oh, for the power at my availing, 

To give down here in clear detailing 
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How she who is my life companion 
Spends her pastime in our dominion. 
Admired by all in form and feature, 
Earth hath not seen a sweeter creature. 
Truly a Pearl by name and nature, 
Aye glorifying her Creator. 
At sea, 22/1/17. 


BEFORE RETIRING. 
“So worship I the God of my fathers” (Acts 24. 14). 


NiGutT’s darkness spreads 0’ er Partick Hill, 
And all around seems standing still, 
Except within one chamber neat, 

Where good order pervades the suit, 

To please the artistic, tasteful eyes 

Of her who deftly matronise. 

There all alone, but not forlorn, 

Sweet memories on fleet wings are borne 
To her of those whom she loves dear, 

And in her heart wish they were near. 

She in the glowing embers sees 

In fancy, visions that much please— 
Scenes past, scenes present, scenes to be, 
Predominate amongst those a tree 

On summit of a hill so green, 

The sight above all sights she seen. 

The One with thorn-pierced brow, assailed 
By those who ’gainst that tree Him nailed. 
Seeing Him thus, the One divine, 

Through tears, she says, “Jesus, Thou’rt mine. 
Besides Thee and Thy gory cross, 

I count all else but empty dross. ” 

From soliloquising she awoke, 

Reached out her hand, brought forth the Book, 
From which she reads; then by her chair 
She offers up her evening prayer. 

In this is brought before the throne 

All needing Christ’s Blood to atone. 

Oh, fervently she supplicates 

To Him within the pearly gates, 

Nor is there aught within her ken 
Unmentioned ere she says Amen. 

Rising from her night’s oblation, 

With due reverent adoration, 

Relieved from all that would encumber, 


She takes her rest in peaceful slumber. 
92/1/17. 
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SWEET ANNIE OF KILEAN. 


“Cha’n’eil an nigheanag marb, ach na cadal” (Mark 5. 39). 


Dear Margaret, may ye by swift train be borne 
To the home of our birth, Oban, in Lorn; 
Thence by fleet skiff o’er the firth to yon shore 
At Auchancrois in the Isle of Lismore. 


Oh, haste to that lassie sitting alone, 

Mourning her companion suddenly gone 

Away, not to turn when summer birds come 
To sing ’mongst the glens of her Highland home. 


When ye find the lassie sorely distressed, 

Take her up tenderly close to your breast ; 
Remind her how glad her friend was when told 
Jesus was taking her home to His fold. 


Tho’ parents, and all in tears by her side, 
Endeavoured to have her longer abide, 

She could not stay since her Saviour did wait 
To take her right in through the pearly gate. 


Her soul’s been released from its clay abode, 
Is safe o’ er the river in Heaven with God; 

Could her friends now see her yonder so fair, 
Oh, how they would long to be with her there! 


Tho’ the place that knew her knows her no more, 


Yet in its still clachan, with friends of yore, 
Calmly she’ ll sleep till that morning when He 
Shall gather His ransomed from land and sea. 


When friends betake them to where she’s asleep, 


They’ 1] think how she said that Jesus would keep 


Watching between till they’d all meet again, 
Where death can’t enter nor parting give pain. 


Oh, then in that morning to our delight, 


Amongst all our beloved ones arrayed in white— 


Ah, yes, with Jesus, in that land serene, 
Again we’ ll see sweet Annie of Kilean! 


Passing through the War Zone, West of Cape Clear. 


1/5/17. 
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CALLING THE WANDERER HOME. 
“It is done as thou hast commanded, yet there is room” (Luke 14. 22). 


Hark! what saith God who thy service engages ? 
“Go out into the highways and hedges 

And compel those sisters and brothers come 
Back from the wilds and return to their home. ” 


He who bids thee, Himself never halted, 

But laboured to have the downcast exalted; 
Oh, this He did through pure love, not for fame, 
So ye His servant, like Him, doth the same. 


Ye pity their hearts from home long riven, 

So changed from their wont ere they were driven 
By Satan to seek in vain pleasures abroad; 

Ah, waes them, since they his hard path have trod! 


Oh, tell them tho’ they have wandered afar 
From their loved ones, still the door is ajar, 
Where friends wait, eager their love to express, 
Again and again with kiss and caress. 


May the people’s prayers, with coin of the realm, 
Pour round thee, thus helping to overwhelm 

Vile hands which would fill up the drunkard’s cup, 
And hold the fair maidens in leprous grip. 


Soon see we that day which shall annihilate 

All soul-ruining vice, then the true Pilot 

Shall guide these frail barks that tempest-tossed be, 
While steering their course o’er life’s troubled sea. 


Tell each neglectful mother and father 

How much their little children would rather 
Be fondled by them than be in strange arms, 
If only their home had its sweet old charms. 


Hasten to-day, wait not till to-morrow, 

To tell them Jesus knows their deep sorrow, 
Ready to forgive and forget the past, 

If they would on Him their burdens all cast. 


His work keeps life’s hours sweetly beguiling, 
Till one by one His redeemed meet smiling 
Amongst scenes which eternally pleases 


i r Saviour Jesus. 
Our souls, adoring our S J 25/12/16. 
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MY DARLING MOTHER’S LAST YEARLY CALENDAR. 
“A memorial of her” (Matt. 26. 13). 


*Twas my sweet mother’s last gift with message to me, 
Ere she left here for glory, with Jesus to be; 

Until I meet her again this card I’ ll review, 

And think I hear her saying, “He careth for you. ” 


For years past our darling mother secured two Text Calendars exactly the 
same. One of these she had put up in a prominent place by the dresser, 
where she herself and all others at home could see at a glance what its texts 
and subjects were. How often we’ve. watched her remove these slips, and 
frequently place one inside the family Bible. This would be taken out 
again from between the sacred leaves, passed on by letter to a friend, or 
perhaps out of her own kindly hand. Ah, yes, the giving hand was mother’s 
hand. Nobody ever saw another hand like hers for giving away, and with 
the gift would go her beautiful smile and kindly blessing. Whether a slip 
from off the calendar, a coin or a piece of bread given to the needy at the 
door, all were so graciously given as if she were a crowned queen bestowing 
a benefice, and, with all, her benediction. 


But she was truly queenly in form, grace, and manner. In love she 
ruled her home, her children called her blessed, our hearts were her throne. 
She walked with God, and our ambition always was to follow in the foot- 
steps of our beautiful Christian mother. 


The other of the two Calendars was for myself. Being often away, long 
absent from our sweet home, as dear mother often remarked, “I like you 
to have the Calendar so as that your mother and yourself will have looked 
at and read the same text for the days as they pass, with me here in the 
house thinking of you then far out on the ocean, or perhaps beyond seas in 
strange lands and among strange peoples, we are sure always to have read 
the same portion of Scripture for once each day at least, however far we 
may be separated. ” 


Every year a place was given dear mother’s Daily Meditation Calendar 
in my cabin, placed so that all could see and read it at leisure, and many 
are the places to-day where some of these texts could be found, where 
persons who got and took them away for keepsakes to be retained and 
treasured. This hath been proved very frequently by their owners produc- 
ing them in after years when happening to be crossing over seas with us 
times and again, all bearing the marks of being well handled and read. 


Oh, how I did look forward to the ending of the seasons, when yon loving 
hands of hers handed me that much prized illuminated card with inspiring 
texts. Especially precious to me is this one for the year 1913, which 
proved to be the last of its kind, also the very last gift in this world which 
I was destined to receive from my darling mother. 


That voyage, before leaving for abroad, departing on the 2nd December, 
1912, this being too early for the Calendar being ready for her to have it for 
me before sailing, how earnestly she expressed her disappointment, even 
sorrow, but added so touchingly, “Still, you will keep a place for it, and I 
will have it ready waiting for you when you come back. ” 


Sure enough, when I returned after our ship having had a stormy and 
protracted voyage, the Calendar was awaiting me, just as dear mother left 
it, but, alas! my darling sweet and precious mother was not before me in 
her wonted place! Her chair was vacant in the old, old home! But yonder 
I know she is waiting for me, she and our dear, dear father. Both await 
us where no Calendars are required. It is up there we’ll meet again, safe 
home in that beautiful land where the sun never sets. 
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This Calendar for 1913 represents a pretty seascape, a glowi 
and fishing boats sailing home to the ales haven besond: Per cee 


The texts are: 

“Even the wind and the sea obey Him” (Matt. 8. 27). 

“He careth for you” (1 Peter 5. Tie 

How often I heard her charming voice repeat these appealing texts 
which are given here, and which proved to be her very last messages to me, 
her mariner son, who is fully persuaded as to the real truth of the texts which 
both father and mother taught me long before I launched away out upon 


the world of waters, where I have often seen His command of wind and 
waves, all proving His care for me, and all who trust Him. 


Now I will always think these words ever most precious, in fondest 
remembrance of my beloved mother. Her affectionate son, DuNcAN. 


541 New City Roap, Grascow. 25/1/13. 


FLORENCE—IN ACROSTIC. 
Numbers 6. 24-26. 


F rom yon green island, gem of the sea, 

L oads of good wishes come speeding t’ ward thee; 

Oh, think not that only friends over there 

Remember thee thus in fond wish and prayer. 

E ach one of us here now with thee ye see, 

Ne’er shall forget thee where’ er ye may be. 

C ome, then, accept of our wishes sincere, 

E very blessing be thine, with God ever near. 
My dear young friend, being the amiable daughter and sister of my faithful 
“fraternal brothers, ” I gladly add my humble quota to this page of your 
ornate and valuable little book. Pleased I’ve met you. May many good 


things be given thee and thine from the Giver of all good gifts, and may 
you always have Him as your unfailing Pilot. At sea, 3/1/16. 


WEIGHING ANCHOR. 
Psalm 107. 23-31. 


For days we’ve anchored in this bay, 
Where we’ve had peace and shelter, 

Nor did it grudge our long delay 
While our plans were helter skelter. 

But now we’ve sweetly rearranged, 

And rejoice while weighing anchor, 
Since long, too long, we’ ve been estranged 
From our homes, for which-we hanker. 

So fearlessly we face the deep, 
With faith nothing can annihilate; 
Christ, who o’er thee true watch does keep, 
Is here with us, our sure Pilot. 


AVESEND Bay, : ‘ 
a New York, U.S.A. 24/10/17. 
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IT IS THE LORD. 
John 21. 7. 


’Tis night at sea where we here sail, 
But, oh, His influence prevail 

So much around our barque so frail 
That we our feelings can’t detail, 
Knowing tho’ sin our soul assail, 


The Spirit helps us—Jesus, hail! 
Yr . J At sea, 1914. 


FIGHTING IN BIBLE LAND. 
“By the river Euphrates” (Jer. 46. 2). 


On the Euphrates banks, the Turks in dire distress, 
Broken up and vanquished, sent out “S.O.S.” 

Can ye guess who were the first away to their aid? 

’ Twas their conquerors, Maud and his Highland Brigade. 


At sea, 4/10/17. 


WILSON AND ROOSEVELT. 
“Behold their valiant ones” (Isa. 33. 7). 


Ou, who is he that thus dictates 
To Senate of United States, 
And guides them right without revulsion ? 
*Tis God’s good man, Woodrow Wilson! 
And who’s he ’mongst his people brave 
Whose eager ambition and crave 
Is to join us in the war-belt 
To haste that day? It’s Roosevelt! 
At sea, 24/4/17. 


MARCONIGRAMS. 
“Secret things” (Deut. 29. 29). 


Goop friend, any secrets but His is desireless, 

Now at giving choice news ye seem ever tireless ; 

So may your ship always have fair wind and wireless, 
And may your hearth never be friendless nor fireless, 
Your vines never fruitless, your flocks never byreless, 
All your life’s pathway be peaceful and brierless ; 
Then as Jesus’ messenger ye’ ll not be hireless, 

And if ye let God guide thee ye’ 1] ne’ er acquire less. 


To our good Marconi Officer. 
At sea, 8/9/17. 


33 AIRLIE GARDENS. 


yi 
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PEARL’S BIRTHDAY. 

“Thou excellest them all” (Prov. 31. 29). 
Many happy returns, my Pearl serene, 
Of this anniversary, May eighteen, 
Thy birthday, which brought to this world a gem, 
Prized more than rubies and jewels of fame; 
I need not take pinions to cleave the air 
In search of this world’s one woman most fair, 
Since ye, thus entitled, share my abode. 
My dear wife, ye are so favoured of God 
With fine grace and comeliness rare combined, 
Reflecting in features, soul, heart, and mind, 
Seen in kindly smiles, heard in mellow voice— 
Oh, how I do love thee, wife of my choice! 


And while in my heart thy praises I sing, 

I place on thy finger this diamond ring, 

An ornate neighbour to those that’s been put 
By me on fingers of hand so acute, 

That, ministering, or when love’s token it brings 
Its beauty suggests “Its owner has wings. ” 

But no angelic form exists in this sphere 

Can be compared with thee, my lovely dear; 
Oh, Margaret, my own, bright star of my heart, 
May He who gave thee help me do thy part 

In bringing to thy kind bosom with joy 

A fond heart’s best gift, love free froin alloy. 
Then, with Jesus as our chief Guest, dear wife, 
With soul soothing peace our house will be rife, 
Assured that we’re safe ’neath our Father’s care, 
Who choose thee His heiress, and me His heir; 
Therefore He’ 1] ever look well to our weal, 
Keeping our barrel replenished with meal, 

And our table groaning under its load, 

Our bodies aye clad, and our feet well shod, 
Enough in our purse besides some to share 
With others of whom He’d have us take care. 
Chosen friends, jovial, truely sincere, 

All Christlike, these are the folks to have near. 
In the home circle to join in our mirth, 

Or sooth us when sorrow beclouds our hearth: 
So thus we would place our hand in His palm 
To lead us, as promised, through storms and calm 
Until our last birthday here hath an end, 

And we to our home up yonder ascend, 

Then of sunny days we had on this earth, 


On that Golden Shore we’ lJ often rehearse. 
18/5/17. 
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PEARL’S BIBLE. 
Philippians 4. 3. 


Oh, how I do love this sweet little Volume, 
From cover to cover, verse, line, and column, 
So neatly bound up, with sacred things rife, 
Steering our barque o’er life’s sea, free from strife 
Through Jesus who gives us eternal life, 
And it belongs to PEARL, my darling wife. 
Written on the fly-leaf of Pearl’s little Bible which she gave 


me when leaving for Montreal. 
At sea, 15/7/17. 


MY QUEEN. 
PEARL, this is all true concerning thee. 


To me before the world ye shine 
As she who plays the nobler part ; 
Oh, blessed be God that ye are mine, 


My queen whose throne is in my heart! 
10/4/17. 


IN DIFFERENT HEMISPHERES. 
Psalm 139. 10-12. 
Its late o’er here, and early there, 
I’m wide awake, ye’re sound asleep, 


Yet God who hears my evening prayer, 
Both thee and me in safety keep. 


My PEaRL, it is night here, and the ocean wide between us. 
St. Joun, N.B. 10/4/16. 


POST CARD TO PEARL. 
Psalm 107. 23-31. 
“Keep the home fires burning, ” PEARL mine. 


Dear, keep the home fires burning, 
My ship is now out on the brine, 
And the deep she keeps churning, 
Steering her course straight in a line, 
At storms and war zone spurning, 
In answer to fervent prayers thine, 
For my safe home returning. 


GULF oF St. LAWRENCE. 1/9/17. 
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CHILDREN SHOULD BE KEPT HAPPY. 
1 Corinthians 13. 11. 


WHEN we see others getting wild 
At doings of a little child, 
Let us assure the sweetly tot 
That at its antics we just dote, 
Since we ourselves in days gone by 
Had bitter tears brought to our eye 
When checked by those, long on life’s road, 
Forgetting we were new from God. 
At sea, 1/9/17. 


LABOURING FOR THE MASTER. 
“Go, work in My vineyard” (Matt. 21. 28). 


“FAITHFUL is He that calleth you” 
To do thy little task, 

Which He’ll survey at the review; 
Oh, now His blessing ask! 


He’ll hear, He’ll answer, yea, He’ll come 
To help thee every hour! 

Fret not tho’ labouring far from home, 
He’ll keep thee by His power. 


Happy thy lot since He doth choose 
Thee as His servant here; 

Forward, my brother, tell the news 
About our Saviour dear. 


Tell of His birth, then of His death 
On Calvary’s cruel tree; 

How He arose, tell how He saith, 
“Come, sinner, come to Me.” 


Tell the poor wanderers by God’s grace 
They need not fear to die, 

Since Christ prepared for them a place 
With loved ones up on high. 


Pursue thy calling, tho’ thy field 
Be scenes of fiercest war ; 

Fight the good fight, thy sword well wield, 
Remembering whose ye are. 


Obedient ye, since faithful He, 
Who doth thy service own, 
And He will give thy flock and thee 
In Heaven the conqueror’s crown. 
At sea, 6/2/16, 
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“LUSITANIA” VICTIMS. 
“When Christ shall appear, then shall ye also appear with Him in 
glory” (Col. 3. 4). 
ALONE on the mountain in marble keep, 
Alone in the ocean where pearls lie deep, 
Guendolyn and Anna shal] calmly sleep 
Till that morn when mortals shall cease to weep. 


Oh, fie on the rash hand which did not spare 
The good ship conveying those damsels fair, 
Who, without warning or time to prepare, 
Went down with the many that perished there! 


Bewailing the fate of that struggling host, 

Oh, the heart-rending scenes which touch us most, 
From the fond mother’s arms her children toss’ d, 
Whom she strived to save, but saw them being lost. 


Why thus in the springtide of life so sweet 
Were they called from earth’s pleasures to retreat 
Long ere we could think their story complete ? 
Ah, we may not know, but God saw it meet! 


Their noble parents, who own Ravenscraig, 
Need not hesitate from its grounds to take 
Lovely roses, fragrant bouquets to make 
For to garnish their home for pure love’s sake. 


Who could ask our Father, “What doest Thou?” 
This vineyard’s His own to reap and sow; 

When He takes choice flowers away from this now, 
They’ re for garlands to wear on His own brow. 


Oh, the great I Am, the First and the Last, 
The Disposer of all things small and vast, 
Loves to see when we our cares on Him cast— 
He’ ll never leave us till changes are past. 


God the Creator hath in His great plan 

What’s destined to happen through life’s short span ; 
Naught cometh or goeth but He doth scan, 

Our joys and sorrows He kens them each one. 


He loves alike, whether rich or poor, 

Its thus He sends to us trials that’s sore, 

So that when afflicted we’d love Him more, 
And keep following Jesus gone on before. 


True-hearted, kind, charming, endowed with grace 
How sadly we miss them gone from their place, 
Where their doings and sayings we’ ll retrace 

Till we meet them in glory face to face, 


’ 
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Arrayed in white, singing sweetly are they, 
On Heaven-tuned harps of golden strings play 
With redeemed; could we see them to-day 
We'd long to leave and be with them away. 


We mourn for loved ones when the pall is spread— 
They’re gone! We'll go to the tomb, our last bed, 
But not without hope, we’ve nothing to dread, 
Since He arose we’ ll arise from the dead. 


Cold death! for thy tear-stirring sting none crave, 
Thou’ lt have no victory, cruel dark grave; 
All thou hast ’neath green mound and in sea cave 
Must be rendered to Him who came to save. 


God knows, there’s naught here to which we would cling, 
When we see our loved ones homeward take wing ; 
Their Pilot, He’s our’s too, one day will bring 
Us together yonder His praise to sing. 
At sea, 21/10/15. 


HIS APPEARING. 
Colossians 3. 4. 


Our Redeemer cometh, that blessed morn is nearing, 
Tho’ in His mercy, with great patience forbearing, 
With those who deny this and at it keep sneering, 
Tho’ oft told He’s the Vine that’ ll ne’ er see searing ; 
But with true faith in Him we’ ll aye keep adhering 
To what we’ ve been taught by our parents, God fearing, 
Of the Crucified One, our Saviour endearing, 
Who pilots our barque while o’er brief life’s sea steering, 
Till comes the end to all this here, our careering, 
And we exchange the Cross for the Crown, then wearing 
Up yonder, with loved ones, at Jesus’ appearing. 

At sea, 8/2/17. 


AN EXHORTATION. 
Titus 2: 13. 


My friend, if e’er ye’re in a fix, 
Think of Philippians fourth and six; 
And if ye’d live the life serene, 

Then do believe John three sixteen. 
If ye do this, Christ will be nigh 
All thy days till its time to die; 
Then ye need not dread crossing o’er, 


Jesus will be thy Pilot sure. 
3/6/16. 
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THE CHRISTIAN HERALD “G.S.B.” 
“Come thou with us, and we will do thee good” (Num. 10. 29). 


T HE “Golden Star Brigade” bestow 
H elpful motto: “Look Up, Aim High. ” 
E ach one who dons this badge should show 


C ourage aye, and by God's help try 

H ave at all times His armour on, 

R esisting the great foe that’s nigh 

I nflicting folks of every zone. 

S o long as men are born to die 

T here’ ll none exempt be from His power 
I n this world who'd bid him begone 

A Helper have to make him cower, 

N one else than Jesus Christ, God’s Son. 


H alt not, valiant “Brigadiers, ” 

E xcel in doing His command; 

R est not until each “Unit” wears 
A “Golden Star” in every land. 

L oyal be ye them inviting, 

D irect them to keep letter-writing, 


A ddressed to our dear “Cousin Frank, ” 
N o need to care what be their rank; 
D ear to Him they who wear the “pledge, ” 


S howing their name on “G.S.B.” page 
I n order which can never fail 

G ood cheer to bring, which Cousins hail 
N ew names with whom to correspond, 

S weetly strengthening friendship’s bond 


O n earth, claiming exultation 
F or the annual celebration. 


O f this Brigade may every tongue 
U nite joyfully, old and young. 
R ight happy they to whom is given 


T he secret of our Lord from Heaven, 
It’s with all whom on Him rely, 
’M idst trials here His help is nigh, 
E ver giving what most pleases, 
Souls redeemed, blessed be Jesus. 
My Dear Cousin Franx,—I enclose this acrostic to show my mutual 
regard for the “Christian Herald,” which hath given me good instruction 


since my boyhood’s happy days in the Highlands of Scotland, and hath 
been sailing over seas with me for more than thirty years. A silent but 
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oe amiable shipmate I find it at all times; there is no other paper like it 
© remind us poor wandering mariners how the great loving Pilot ever 


pata oe tenderly for us, same as when with His own out on the Sea of 
ee. 


I wish to become a member of the “Golden Star Brigade,” Enclosi 
. . H ni 
the Application Form, with stamped envelope. ‘ Ae 


We are all sorry at Cousin Frank being so very far away from his wonted 
place on the bank of “Old Father Thames, ” but we know that he heard the 
Master’s “Go ye,” and that “to obey is better than sacrifice. ” 


So our sincerest wishes and most earnest prayers are aye with himself 
and the revered Editor of the good “Christian Herald.” Yours affectionately. 


At sea, 2/3/16. 


TEMPLES OF THE HOLY SPIRIT. 
Acts 20. 28. 


FRIEND, that His “Church” ye should be, Jesus craved, 
Long before restless waves time’s seashore laved ; 

The Lord had thy name on His palms engraved, 

Then gave His life that thy soul should be saved. 


Written on a Calendar slip for to-day’s Text, Acts 2. 47. 
I At sea, 5/8/16. 


WHAT SHALL I WRITE? 
Philippians 3. 20. 


What shall I write? Now, let me see; 
Ah! now I have it, all for thee: 

May ye be blessed with good leal friends 
Through long, long years ere this life ends; 
An earthly story so complete 

That all will say, Was she not sweet ? 
How she did say each day anew: 

“Lord, what wilt Thou have me to do?” 
“Father Thy will, I am thy child, 
Teach me be like that meek and mild 
All-loving blessed Son of Thine, 

Whom, by Thy grace, now I call mine. 
Ah, by His beckoning nail-torn hand 

I am allured to yonder land!” 

Oh, friend, I now must stay my pen; 
We part, ye’ll pass beyond my ken, 

But not beyond my thoughts, for we 
Are one in Christ ; where’ er we be 

We are in Him and He’s in us 

Till He takes us up home to bliss, 

Live long, be happy, free from harm, 


Ave lean upon God’s loving arm. 
2 : . At sea, 20/3/16. 
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WHAT WE WRITE. 
“To declare His righteousness” (Rom. 3. 25). 


WE write and we write, line under line, 
Till after one page comes pages 
Of matter that won’t in history shine, 
Yet the same shall last through the ages. 
Yes, after this old, old world has passed, 
And replaced by the new one glorious, 
Some framed writing shall be outclassed, 
While some simple ones last victorious, 
To be re-read by those whose heart 
They oft cheered when down in this vale, 
So God help me to do my part 
In His Name, while here I’d detail 
This fervent wish for thee, my friend, 
*Twill last when has perished this book; 
It’s this, may God’s grace thee defend, 
And ever help thee to Jesus look. 


John 3. 16. At sea, 17/3/16. 


MY MOTHER’S FRIEND. 
“This is my Beloved, this is my Friend” (S. of S., 5. 16). 


JESUS, my mother’s Friend, be mine, 
E xpel temptations which sore try, 

A llure me t’ ward Thy home on high, 
N o ill can harm when Thou art nigh. 
I know my needs Thou wilt supply 

E arly and late, Lord, I am Thine, 


E vermore have my heart Thy shrine. 
A long the path of life the line 

S tretch out and lead me in Thy light, 
T hen here shall every scene be bright, 
O nward as I’m led by Thy might; 

N ow from hence ’twill be my delight 


G ood news tell those who do repine, 

L eave the dark, and in Thy light shine. 
A llearth’s joys last not, I’d define 

S uch as would to their souls bring gain. 
G od, Thy way’s best, all else is vain! 
Oh, Thy love’s message I’d explain 

W hile in the vale I'l not refrain 
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S howing till the last my ensign, 

C hrist’s Cross doth my whole life entwine. 
O h, then when I’m called to resign 

T hese loving friends I held so dear, 

L ord, Thou wilt in Thine arms them bear, 
A nd thus I'll leave without a tear— 

N ay, but on Jesus’ breast recline 

D uring that transition divine. 


An Acrostic to Miss Jeanie Easton, Glasgow, Scotland. 


In fond remembrance of your kindnesses to my darling mother at 541 
New City Road. God ever bless you. i 2 
At sea, 14/7/16. 


DEPARTURE OF ALBERT EDWARD LEWIS. 
“He shall rise again at the resurrection” (John 11. 24). 


Wuart tho’ of age but twenty-one, 

The young man’s task on earth was done; 
A soldier brave, he feared not death, 

Tho’ far from home his latest breath 

Was spent in calling for the two 

Best friends he loved. The first he knew 
From birth, she was his darling mother ; 
His Saviour, Jesus, was the other. 

Ah! she could not come to his side, 

But Jesus came—came to abide 

With him, to take him safely o’er 

Cold death’s dark stream to yonder shore 
To mingle with the shining throng 

And join them singing that new song. 

Oh, sweet exchange, set free from toil, 

His precious form ‘neath Scottish soil 

Shall rest till after earth’s reviews 

Christ calls, “Come, Albert Edward Lewis! 
Here are friends awaiting thee, 

Come home! Rejoice with them and Me!” 
CANADA Dock, LIVERPOOL. 5/4/16. 


GOD’S EYES. 
Psalm 34. 15. 
Gop’s eyes, oh, none can go beyond their sight, 
Dear friend, have thou no part with them who tries, 
Let thy body and soul bask in their light, 
Till home with Jesus, where we’ ll see God's eyes. 


Written on to-day’s text, Hebrews 34. 15. 
At sea, 6/7/16. 
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PRO PATRIA ET LE ROY. 
“Ve shall die like men, and fall like one of the princes” (Psa. 82. 7). 


Hark! all British soldiers and sailors, ahoy! 

The foe we must conquer, his “kulture” destroy ; 
Your comrades are falling, yon guns you must cloy 
At Loos where the enemy doth strong force employ. 
Oh, gallant were our men who then did employ, 
Where Nether Lorn heroes proved they were not coy 
At the onslaught, charging not with crook nor loy, 
But bayonet keen in their hands no mere toy, 
Winning garlands worth more than all gold at Troy. 
Of them ’twill be told, they were without alloy. 
While fighting some fell, alas! this mars our joy, 
But they’ re safe now where conflicts shall not annoy, 
Since God sent His chariot and His Envoy 

Their souls home to Heaven to safely convoy 

Into eternal bliss where death can’t decoy 

Of all who then died that we might peace enjoy: 
None proved more brave than our dear Kilbrandon boy 
Who fell fighting, Pro Patria et Le Roy. 


In Loving Remembrance of 
LANCE-CORPORAL ALLAN M‘INNES, 
Who Died of Wounds received in Action, 

At Hill 70, Loos, 26th September, 1915. 
AGED 22 YEARS. 


“Gradh as mo na so cha’n eil aig neach air bith gu’n leigeadh duine 
*anamsics air son a chairdean” (Eoin 15. 13). 


Tuis gallant young Highland laddie, along with his brother and many others 
of our brave Nether Lorn men proved their prowess, won their spurs, 
carving their glorious names on sacred, fadeless, gory pages, now enshrined 
for all time within the corbels of their grateful nation’s inmost heart. 

Forward into the fray, shoulder to shoulder they marched, these valiant 
sons of fair Argyll. Yonder, face to face with their foe, they worthily 
behaved and most nobly proved that well the Gaels knew how to agilely 
and effectively wield their mortalising steel. 

There dear Allan, with many others of his comrades, made the grand 
sacrifice, for which they very dearly paid the price, and, we their friends, 
sincerely mourn their loss. 


Alas! no more they’ll view Kilbrandon Braes, 
Kilninver Hill, and Firth of Lorn, 

Nor turn to while more happy hours and days 
Sailing their skiffs past green isles borne; 

Their home like Paradise before parade 
Claimed them as soldiers of the King— 

Now in sacred graves beyond the seas they’re laid, 
But their souls rest where seraphs sing. 


“Gus am bris an la agus an teich na sgailean. ” 


Written by their grateful countryman. 
Passing through the War Zone. 22/9/17. 
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MISS URQUHART—ACROSTIC. 
“Trust in Him at all times” (Psa. 62. 8). 


My friend leaving home for abroad, 
I nall thy ways acknowledge God, 
S eek comfort in His staff and rod, 
S ee that He’s head of thine abode! 


Under His wings they shelter take, 
R est in Him aye, asleep, awake, 
Q uwiet and tranquil thy life He’ ll make, 
U seful ye’ ll be for Jesus’ sake. 
H e will give thee great things to do, 
A s long as ye Christ’s steps pursue ; 
R ejoice in His Spirit anew 
T ill we meet in yon grand review. 
Off Cape RACE. 19/1/10. 


R. P. G. 
“T, even I, am He that comforteth you” (Isa. 51. 12). 
Ruth, be like thy namesake faithful: 
P rudent, precious, pious, prayerful. 


G od’s love will aye keep you graceful. 
At sea, 20/1/20. 


S. J. C. 
1 Corinthians 7. 20. 


S for Sacred Scriptures searched, now saved. 

J for Joy! Oh, joy, the Blood me laved! 

C for Christ, He who for my soul craved. 
~ At sea, 21/1/20. 


DOLLY FAULL. 
Proverbs 8. 17. 


D oLLy, we send our Christmas cheer, 
Oh, believe us, we are Sincere ; 

L et us and thee in thoughts be near, 
L et us live for our Saviour dear, 

Y es, each hour of the coming year! 


F air be thy journey o’er life’s sea, 
Ah, yes, Jesus will pilot thee 
U pward, till from time’s years ye're free ; 
L o, then, yonder we’ ll meet to be 
L iving with God eternally! 
To our dear Dolly, 
With love and best wishes from Uncle Duncan and Aunt Pearl. 


CHRISTMAS DAY. At sea, 1920. 
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“BOB ” 
ONE oF ScoTIA’sS FAITHFUL Docs. 


“Bos” faithfully did his vigils keep 
For one he lost some little while, 
*Twas his kind master, there asleep 
In silence on yon little isle, 
The Inisherrich, on Lochawe, 
Where many slumber, resting still, 
Who, in their day, ’midst bleat and caw, 
Roamed with their doggies o’er steep hill. 


It is not given us to know 
If God prepares a place beyond 
For such as “Bob,” who ne’er did grow 
Forgetful of his master fond. 
Ah, how he watched approaching forms 
For one whom time of him did rob; 
Now where Lochscridan fleets and forms 
And leaves green mounds there sleeps good “Bob. ” 


AT Foot oF BENMORE, MULL. 1915. 


THE PILGRIM FATHERS. 


“They which came out of great tribulation” (Rev. 7. 14). 


? ”» 


It was here they hoisted the “Mayflower’s” sails, 
Which sped her outward to weather-rough gales; 
But safe were the people she had on board, 

Since they had for Pilot Jesus the Lord. 


Why left they this land so fair to behold? 

Why sailed they so far, was it greed for gold? 
Ah, no, but that yonder, over the sea, 

They could with freedom God’s worshippers be. 


And so they sped onward at God’s behest, 

To erect His altar in the far West ; 

But ere ’twas established on the strange shore 
Great were the hardships which these people bore. 


Yet all was accomplished and nobly done 

For love of their Saviour, Jesus, God’s Son; 
They lived to see savages, tamed, drawing near 
To join in worshipping God right sincere. 


Anchored in PLyMoutH HaRBourR. 28/11/17. 
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MARGARET. 
Proverbs 31. 31. 


M ay God be thy Guide o’er life’s tide 

A ll the way to that fair, fair land; 

R emember, whilst here ye reside, 

G reat things He requires at thy hand; 

A h, then, do not fear, He’ll be near, 

R ight along the way that’s before, 

E ach friend of thine here holds thee dear, 
T hen rejoice, we’ 1l meet on yon shore. 


LADY AND LADY’S MAID. 
“Be thou faithful unto death” (Rev. 2. 10). 


Wuat the kindly lady is to her maid, 
The faithful maid is to her lady; 
Comforting sisters, of whom will be said, 
See how they each other’s welfare study. 


At sea, 12/10/10. 


THE STEWARDESS. 
“She stretched forth her hands to the needy” (Prov. 30. 20). 


WE can do without many things more or less, 
And forget all about them when at our mess, 
But when Old Father Ocean our ship caress 
And our sisters are sea-sick and in distress, 
Then, brother mariners, we all must confess 
We could never do without our stewardess. 


At sea, 30/10/19. 


PEARL AT STIRLING CASTLE. 
MOVING AMONG OLD, OLD TRODDEN PATHS. 


Ou, favoured is my hand this day, 
Allowed to hold that hand of thine, 
While in thine ear I coo my lay 
In praise of thee, sweet Margaret mine. 


Tho’ oft to Snowdoun’s grey old towers 
Came winsome dame with gallant Earl, 
Never before were these gay bowers 
Graced with sweeter form than thine Pearl. 


Pearl and myself, along with Daisy Page, at Stirling Castle. 
16/7/18, 
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DAVID. 
1 John 5. 4. 

May God’s good gifts be given thee, 

And many birthdays may ye see ; 

Trust in thy Pilot, Jesus, He 

Will lead thee on to victory. 

On a Birthday Card to David Firth. 
With all best wishes of his dear friends at 33 Airlie Gardens. 


30/6/17. 


BIRTHDAY GREETINGS. 
“Thou shalt have good success” (Josh. 1. 8). 


THis morn’ why should I let my pen dander ? 
The birthday of “Ivie Alexander. ” 

Good shipmate, I could not, with pen and ink, 
Express all the good things with thee I’d link 
On thy natal day, but my wish sincere 

Is that all thy future be bright and clear, 
Good cheer abide in thy wee but-an’ -ben, 
Presided o’er by the girl from yon glen; 

God’s blessing be thine in basket and store, 
And Jesus thy Guide to yon shining shore. 


At sea, 13/8/18. 


TO MY STORNOWAY FRIEND. 
“T will pray for you unto the Lord” (1 Sam. 7. 5). 
YE brave son of Lewis, accept of my verses 
With best wishes, and when these ye peruse 
Ye’ ll ken ye’re Argyll friend in Gaelic rehearses 
The fervent prayer that God aye bless you. 


ANTWERP, BELGIUM. 18/5/19. 


OUR HAPPY DEAD. 
Revelation 13. 14. 


SHE lived the life none should despise, 

Oh, many did her friendship prize; 

Now that she’s gone we’ ll long to rise 

Where she’s with Christ, beyond time’s sighs. 


To Capt. W. J. M‘G. 


In fond remembrance of my revered friend of many years, your beloved 
mother, Mrs. M‘G., who passed away Home, 22nd January, 1918. 
Proverbs 6. 20-22. 
St, Joun, N.B, 27/1/18. 
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GRAVE OF A STEWARD FRIEND. 


“T shall sleep in the dust: and thou shalt seek me in the morning, but 
I shall not be” (Job 7. 21). 
A BRAVE mariner rests beneath this mound, 
- Oh, soundly he sleeps, the ground his pillow; 
Twas Jesus who found him Heavenward bound 
That guided him safely o’er the billow. 


STANDING by the grave of my late valuable and devoted friend, Joun Ross, 
buried in the Sailors’ Lot, Mount Royal Cemetery, 1905. 


KYLES OF BUTE. 


A GOD-PLANNED OUTING. 


On the good “Columba” in the Kyles of Bute, 
With thee here my Pearl I’m happy absolute. 


On board the R.M.P.S. “Columba, ” Kyles of Bute. 30/8/16. 


A CHRISTMAS WISH. 
Genesis 31. 49. 


A MERRY CHRISTMAS to thee, little girl; 

May God’s rich blessings around thee unfurl, 
And watch between us when absent I roam 
From thee, Pearl of my heart, joy of my home. 


CHRISTMAS EVENING. At sea, 1918. 


OLD YEAR, 1918—NEW YEAR, 1919. 
“Thou crownest the year with Thy goodness” (Psa. 65. 11). 


Tuis good old year, which brought us peace so blest, 
Is taking her departure away West ; 

While the New Year hastens o’er Eastern crest, 
Loaded with good things to freely divest 

Within our sweet home; oh, the welcome guest 
Imparts munificence at God’s behest. 


Time’s years do not come and go as vain jest, 

But serves Him who moves with moments abreast ; 
All are in His plan, which none can molest, 

So let us this New Year humbly obtest 

That He might lead us on, since He knows best 
All that’s before us; His secret with zest 
Allures us onward, leaning on His breast, 
Till all years vanish and we yonder rest. 
At sea, 31/12/18, 
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GRAVE OF A SHIPMATE. 
Jonah 2. 5-7. 


HERE reposes all that was mortal 
Of my good shipmate, noble and brave, 
His soul’s in peace beyond the portal, 
To meet him o’er there is what I crave. 
STANDING at the grave of my dearly beloved shipmate, ANDREW DEYELL, 
late of Reawick, Shetland Islands, for many voyages boatswain of the S.S. 
“MoNTE VIDEAN.” He was accidentally drowned in Princes Dock, 5 p.m., 
Thursday, 6th December, 1894. Buried in No. 13392 Section I.B., 
Southern Necropolis, Glasgow. 


Like his namesake, “Andrew,” he faithfully followed the Lord. 


PEARL. 
“She is more precious than rubies” (Prov. 3. 15). 


P for Pretty, that means my Pearl; 
E for Excellent, that’s my girl; 

A for Angelic, that she be; 

R for Revered, none more than she; 
L for Loving, and she loves me. 


In a letter to my beloved wife. 
GuLF oF ST. LAWRENCE. 14/10/18. 


GOOD WISHES FOR THE NEW YEAR. 
Numbers 6. 24. 


A Happy New Year, with all best wishes 
To thee this “Nineteen hundred nineteen ;”’ 
May she bring in well filled golden dishes, 
Tit-bits to hold in memory green. 


May she who came in so bright this morning, 
Keep smiling upon thee all her time; 

Her every moment thy path adorning 
With gifts imparted by hands sublime. 


Tho’ I own not much of gold that perish, 
I am richer far than any Earl, 
Since having within my heart to cherish 
Thy most fervent love, my sweet wife Pearl. 


So thus we’ll live, enjoying the blessing 
Which cometh to me and thee, my dear, 

Being assured of God’s love and caressing, 
With each coming happy, good New Year. 


New YEAR’s Mornine. At sea, 1919, 
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ERIN, MY HEART WOULD FAIN SAIL AWAY. 


Tho’ sweet be the dear little shamrocks, 
Put me amongst the bonnie bluebells. 


LET Erin’s son sing of his Kathleen Mavourneen, 
His pretty coleen, tho’ handsome be she, 
Plucking shamrocks at Lakes of Killarney, 
Or playing on harp by the Irish sea. 


I’m not thinking of Kathleen or Barney, 
Tho’ resting beside them a little while; 

Their kindness exceeds far their blarney, 
God bless all the Irish and their green isle. 


But my desire now and greatest pleasure 
Would be sailing t’ wards dear Scotia’s shore, 

Home to my Pearl, my heart’s richest treasure, 
My bonnie Margaret, the lass I adore. 


Tho’ fine be the coleens of Erin green, 
They’ re not like my Highland girlie to me; 
*Mongst all lovely women my wife’s the queen, 
God blessed her with charms that angelic be. 


S.S. “PRETORIAN, ” 
Brtrast LouGH, IRELAND. : 5/5/17. 


OUR HAPPY HOME. 
“Happy is that people whose God is the Lord” (Psa. 144. 15). 


Gop bless our home, may His own presence dwell 
Within it every hour, casting a spell 

O’er all from morning tide till evening bell; 
Ring out the glading hymn His praise to swell, 
Till heard o’er mountain peak and flower-clad dell, 
That God reigns in our home, and all is well. 


On THE RIVER St. LAWRENCE. 9/10/17. 


AN OLD-TIME FRIEND. 
Hebrews 13. 1. 


Tuey called me “Duncan, ” while they called thee “Dick, ” 
But at our famed names they never did kick ; 

How oft we recall what they did and said, 

Those gallants who served in our old brigade. 

Tho’ now widely scattered, and far apart, 

Their memories have a fond place in our heart ; 

Oh, let us have faith in Him whose we are, 

Till we meet them beyond the harbour bar! 1922: 
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MY BELOVED BROTHER-IN-LAW. 
“We spend our years as a tale that is told” (Psa. 90. 9). 


On this green island on which he was born 

We lay him to rest in peace till that morn ; 

With his kindred we leave our dear one sleeping 
Till Jesus comes—he’s in God’s safe keeping ; 

Oh, the blessed thought, that the moment is nearing 
When we’ ll meet him again at Christ’s appearing! 


In loving remembrance of my much revered and affectionate 


beloved brother-in-law, 
WILLIAM SCOLLAY, 


Who passed away at SCALLOWAY, SHETLAND, Wednesday, 


3rd January, 1917. 
Buried at Mid Yell. 


There’s many laid in this quiet spot, 
Whose loneliness won’t be forgot; 

’Midst them we leave this other one, 
Who lived and died God’s own good man. 


THE SOLDIER’S GRAVE. 
“Where a Briton hath laid them.” 


THAT morn they shall again awake, 
The warriors who slumber here; 

Yes, when our King will come to take 
Us where God wipes away each tear. 


In fond remembrance of my beloved nephews, 
JOHN SCOLLAY, of the “Gordons. ” 
Buried at Aubigny, France, 22nd May, 1917. 
AND 
WILLIAM SCOLLAY, Cameron Highlanders. 


Killed in action in France, 28th March, 1918. 


MARCONIGRAMS. 
1 John 3. 11. 


THERE are messages flying from mast to mast, 

Out here on the ocean so wide and so vast, 

Kindly greetings exchanged, good wishes broadcast, 
Between new form’ d friends and those of years long past. 
Thanks to Marconi, we at sea need not wait 

Till the harbour is reached our views to relate, 

But send them away, same as prayers are said, 
Assured they are heard within the golden gate. 


CHRISTMAS Day. At sea, 1918. 
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TO ONE OF THE BEST. 
“Lord, remember David” (Psa. 132. 1). 


BRavE brother mine, what ails thy barque, 
Thus forced to anchor sometimes in sick bay? 
If good wishes could heal, let me remark, 
That mine would have thee soon out and away. 


Why stay here west, since thy home’s in the east, 
On bank of the Mersey, over the sea? 

Where she on whose smiles thine eyes would fain feast 
Is patiently waiting, longing for thee. 


There also beside her, with beckoning hands, 
Sweet little forms, crying, “When will he come?” 

There’s naught neath Heaven in all these lands 
We'd sooner see than our daddy come home. ” 


A threefold cord is not easily broken, 

When a fond wife and dear bairns weave its strands; 
Its fibres are sacred words they’ ve spoken 

To the Good Master, who well understands. 


He also sailed o’er tempestuous seas 
When His earthly friends were only too few, 
Thus He knows when we’re alone, ill at ease, 
How much we need Him to pilot us through. 


Quite different is He from the powers that be; 
They’re mortal, but He’s the eternal God; 

Naught happens to us without His decree 
While on life’s journey to yonder abode. 


Then take courage, my friend, launch out again, 
Head thy barque’s course over the deep; 

He’ ll fan thy sails, and thee and thine sustain— 
Ah, friend, all who trust Him He’ll safely keep! 


To my dear friend, D. A. 


Wirtu all kind thoughts and pleasant memories of our long acquaintance 
and good comradeship. 


Hatirax, N.S. 9/4/18. 
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TRUSTING JESUS. 
“Trust in the living God” (1 Tim. 4. 10). 


WHEN time’s temptation ’gainst you hurl 
Until your life seems in a whirl, 
Fear not, since Jesus doth unfurl 
His banner o’er thee, happy girl. 


On the Firth of Clyde, 30/10/16. 


THE SAILOR’S GRAVE. 
“Thy waves and Thy billows are gone over me” (Psa. 42. 7). 


Far down there, beneath the deep sea billow, 

The sailor rests, the tangle his pillow; 

Tho’ loved ones can’t stand by that shell strewn cave, 
God watches o’er the brave sailor’s grave. 


At sea, 7/10/18. 


TO A LITTLE STRANGER. 
“There is a lad here” (John 6. 9). 


Dear little stranger of March thirteen, 
We welcome thee with joy serene, 

And pray that thy sweet life shall be 
God-guided o’ er a tranquil sea. 


Revelation 3. 20. ' Atsea, 14/3/20. 


A LITTLE BAND OF PILGRIMS. 
Psalm 119. 54. 


WE’RE glad we belong to that little band 
Who look not for rest in this weary land, 
Tho’ grand be its oceans, valleys, and hills, 
Tis not like that land which our being thrills; 
But, oh, who could tell of all that await 
The people who enter the pearly gate? 

That place which Jesus has gone to prepare 
For us above in the city foursquare ; 

The home of the soul where all is serene, 

No earthly mortal could picture that scene; 
But after our barque is moored on yon side, 
* Twill all be made clear to us by our Guide; 
Then oft we’ ll recall our pilgrimage here, 
When face to face with our Saviour dear. 


R.M.S. “METAGAMA. ” 18/5/23. 
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SABBATH SHOULD BE OBSERVED. 
“Remember the Sabbath Day” (Exod. 20. 8). 


S purn ye not the Sabbath, poor mortal man, 

A lways be guided by God’s holy plan 

By observing the first day of the week, 

Be assured ye’ ll have the joy of the meek. 

Ah! the Sabbath is of all the days the best, 

T he day on which God took His first rest ; 

H is secret is with them who love His day, 

D ivine the command, thus we should obey— 

A ye let us pray the good day be preserved ; 

Y es, God wills the Sabbath should be observed. 
At sea, 19/3/20. 


THE HAPPY LIFE. 
Psalm 23. 1. 


IF you would prize a happy abode, 

You can have this at home, also abroad, 
By having Jesus for your chiefest Guest, 
And taking to God your every request. 
If in life’s day ye’d pleasure inherit, 


Then be guided by the Holy Spirit. 
22/7/22. 


WIRELESS MESSAGES. 
1 John 1. 5. 


THANK you, my friend, that did faithfully hark 
For this loving message sent in a spark, 
To soothe me as would sweet song of a lark! 
Now, my wish for thee, oft as ye embark 
At thy mystic calling—to me all dark— 
Oh, may my sweet Pilot safe guide thy bark. 
July, 1922. 


A PAISLEY FRIEND IN TORONTO. 
Ephesians 3. 17. 


Tuo’ far from the homeland we wander away, 

To parts full of wonders, ’mongst folks kind and gay, 

There’s one lovely scene which appeals to us aye, 

’Tis “the bonnie wee well on the breast of the brae. ” 
July, 1922. 
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FLORA—ACROSTIC. 
Proverbs 31. 30, 31. 


F tora, we ken the good folks of Lismore, 

L oving they are, like their forbears of yore ; 

Oh, may God bless them in basket and store ; 

R eal happy be we while ’mongst them sojourning, 
And aye feel sadly when from them returning. 


33 AIRLIE GARDENS. 26/7/20. 


FROM THE TABERNACLE. 
Psalm 84. 1. 


YE are from the “Tabernacle,” St. George’s Cross, 
Then, good friends mine, ye need never be at a loss 

For fitting messengers for souls wher’ er ye be, 

Since it was in that hallowed place they tutored thee. 

Go forth, then, in God’s name, the wide world is your field, 
The Master whom ye serve will be your sword and shield ; 
Tell all who would assemble in yon grand review, 

Must put their whole trust in Jesus, the Pilot true. 


Off SaBLE ISLAND. 19/12/21. 


THE SEASON’S GREETINGS. 
Numbers 6. 24-26. 


May good gifts of Heaven 
Unto thee be given, 
My own loved one this Christmastide ; 
Midst merry friends pleasing, 
Round the yule-log blazing, 
How I’d fain be home by thy side. 


But I send this token, 
These few words unspoken, 
Far overseas to thee, my dear, 
With my fervent prayer 
That ye’ ll enjoy good share 
Of God’s blessings this bright New Year. 


With all good and loving wishes from Duncan to Pearl. 


1/1/22. 
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